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Sung by Mrs. A at Vauxhall. 


OR now the Snow. Drops lift their Heads, 

F Cowſlips riſe from golden Beds, 75 
Silver Lillies paint the Grove, 

Welcome May and welcome Love. 


Now the Bee on ſilver wings, 

Flowery ſpoils unwearied brings; 
Spoils that nymphs and ſwains approve, 
Soft as May and ſweet as love. 


a Whilſt a-down the ſlopy hill, 

Trickles ſoft the purling rill: 
halmy Scents perfume the grove, 
1 May unbends the ſoul to love, 


Long the clay cold maid denies, 
Nor regards her ſhepherd's ſighs; 
Nou your fond Petitions moy de, | 
| May 's the ſeaſon formed for love. 1.06) 


a -.Aa25 Adis oa tos mo Ay. Ao == cc rs 


On the fair that decks our iſle, 
Let each grace and Virtue, ſmile, 
And our happy ſhepherds. prove 
Days of eaſe and * of love. 


7 
0 
9 
7 
4 
+ 


(2) 
SONG I. 
Sung by Mi/5 Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 


Ight to lovers joy's a friend, 

N Swiftly thy aſſiſtance lend; 

ack up envious ſeeing day, 
Bring the willing youth away; | 
For haſte and fpeed the tedious hour, 
To the ſecret happy bow'r ; 
'Then my heart for bliſs prepare, 
*Thyrſis, ſurely, will be there. 


See the hateful day 1s gone, 

Welcome evening now comes on, 

Soon to meet my dear I fly, 

None but love ſhall then be by: 
None ſhall dare to venture near, 

To tell the plighted vows they hear; 
Parting thence will be the pain, 

But we will part to meet again. 


Don't you feel a pleaſing ſmart 
Gently ſtealing to your heart ? 
Fondly hope and fondly figh, 
For my Shepherd oft do!; 
Wiſh in Hymen's bands to join, 
I'll be your's, and you be mine, 
Tell me Thyrſis, tell me this, 
Tell me then, and tell me yes. 


Farewell loitring 1dle day, 

To my dear I hie away, 

On the wings of love 1 80, | 

He the ready way will ſhow ; 
Peace, my breaſt, nor danger fear, 
Love and Thyrſis both are near. 
"Tis the youth! I am ſure tis he! 
Night how much I owe to thee. 


(4 
SONG III. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. 
Have rambl'd, I own it, whole years up and down, 
And ſigh'd o' er each beautiful nymph of the town, 
Such fancies have plagu'd me, that oft in my life 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. ' 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. 


But aſham'd of my fears that have oft broke my reſt, 
And wearied with roving both cloy'd and unbleſt, 
Pll try to be happy the reſt of my life, | 

And venture too late, yet at laſt, on a wife. 

And venture &c. 


. 


'Then farewell the jilt, and the fool, and the bold, 


I quit you with pleaſure before I grow old; 

One girl of my heart I will take to for life, 
And enough of all conſcience, I hold is one wife. 
And enough of all, &c. © RT .X 


PI ſearch the town o'er this fair one to find, 
Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor unkind, 


Whoſe wit and — humour may hold out for life, | 
U have me, Pl make her my wife. 


And then if ſhe 
And then if, &c. 


*Tis time that the follies of life had an end, 
And ſoon, nay this inſtant, I'm ready to mend ; 
What a wonder ther'll be at fo alter'd a life, 

If you'er wiſe, you like me, will reſolve on a wife. 


SONG IV. 
* Cung by Miſs Stevenſon and My. Lowe at Vauxhall ' 
1 | Daruxk. 
i 13 me Amyntor, gentle ſwain, 
Saw you my love trip o'er the plain; 
B 2 SONG 


(4 ) 
Soon as the ſun brought on the day, 
From yonder cott he ſtole away. 
5 AMYNTOR, 
As I paſſed thro that diſtant vill, 
A wake was kept beneath the hill, 

I heard the ecchoing rocks-reſound, 
For Strephon has his Sylvia crown'd. 
8 DarhxxE. 

Then fly regard, diſſolve in air! 
For one that's falſe I'll ſcorn to care; 
My heart P11 give ſome better ſwain, 
Who has a heart to give again. 

2 . AMYNTOR. 
Then fix it here, I'll own the prize, 
Amyntor for his Daphne dies, 

- And longs in Hymen's band to prove 
With you, the joys of mutual love. 


Daruxx. 
Methinks T've heard, or tis a jeſt, 
That Flavia reigns within your breaſt, 
What room then for a wretched maid, 
Who is rejected and betray'd. 


AMYNTOR, 


Flavia, believe me, yeſter morn 

E'er Sol had bruſh'd the dewy thorn, 
By Cynthis to the church was led, 
Tho” bound to grace my nuptial bed. 


* Dayune.” 


Then welcome ſhepherd, come away, 


My heart and hand ſhall hoth obey ; 
Wnilſt others dare inconſtant prove, 


"Till Death forbid, we'll live and love. 


SONG 


5 
SONG V. 


S laſt we parted on the plain, 
Fond Damon ſeem'd full loth to go; 

He kifs'd, and ſaid, that ſoon again 

He'd come, and would not leave me ſo: 
For that, ſays he, the time is near, 
And then, my love, I do deſign 
(It is the beſt day in the year) 

To come and be your valentine. 


I wiſh'd the tedious hours to fly, 
And long'd the look'd for day to ſee, 
And as the time then grew ſo nigh, 
How bleſt thought 1, will Nancy be. 
The morning came,, and at my door 
I heard a noiſe, that ſaid, incline 
For once dear girl, if never more, 
To riſe and be my valentine. 


A thouſand fears diſturb my mind, 

"Twas Thyrſis there, in Damon's ftead ; 
I thought my youth was quite unkind, 
Nor knew what ſhould be done or ſaid. 

1 hop'd it could not be a fin, 
In ſpite to Damon, now not mine; 
I let the kinder Thirſis in, 
And was that Shepherd's valentine. 


Nor what I did, I now repent, 
For fickle Damon, ſoon as light, 
To Lucy on that morning went, 
Nor has been ſince from out her fight, 
And Thirſis late, but half lov'd ſwain, 
Is now bath all and only mine; 
J bleſs the time, that once was, pain. 
He came to be my valentine. 


B 3 SONG 


(6) 
SONG VL 
Sung by, Mr Lowe. 
8 ms thou roſy dimpPd Boy, 
Source of ev'ry hedrt-felt Joy! 
Leave the bliſsful Bow'rs a while, 
Paphos and the Cyprian Iſle. | 
Viſit Britain's rocky Shore, 
Britons too thy Pow'r adore ; 
Britons hardy, bold and free, 
Own thy Laws and yield to thee. 


Source of ev'ry heart felt Joy! 
Come, thou roſy dimpled Boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 

This 1s thine and Hymen's day ; 

Bid her thy ſoft Bondage wear, 

Bid her for Love's Rites prepare. 

Let the Nymphs with many a Flow'r, 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r ; 

Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let hymen too be there ; 

This is thine and hymen's day, \ 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away. 


Only while we love we live ; 

Love alone can pleaſure give. 
Pow'r, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 
'Thoſe falſe pageants of the great ! 
Crowns and ſcepters, envied things, ö 
And the pride of eaſtern kings, | 1 
Are but childiſh empty toys, 

When compar'd to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 

Only while we love we live, 


t .. r... é 


SONG 


(7) 
SONG VI. 
Sung by Mi- Stevenſon, at Vauxhall, 
7 HAT is he gone, and can it be ? 
1 And is ſhe then more fair than me? 
The ſight of her might give me pain; 
Bring om not near me, tickle ſwain. 


And ſince that you can leave me ſo, 
Go, get you gone forever, go. 


Oh! Iin rage would madly tear, 
This gaudy ribbon from my hair; 
Theſe hated gifts I'd have him take, 
11 wear no baubles for his ſake. * 

I ſcorn the gifts, and hand untrue, 

For her they well enough may do. 


How near was I, when with a kiſs, 
= He ask'd my heart to anſwer yes; 
To hear him at the altar ſay 
> Vows, he'd have broke the ſooneſt day: 
There he may love and take his fill, 
And ſwear to her juſt what he will. 


A rivals pow'r I now defy, 
She may be bleſt and fo will I; 

= Before tis long I'm ſure to find, | . . 
A ſwain more Rute to my mind; 
Ihen farewell, Florio, now for good, 
I would not have you if I cou'd, 


SONG VIII. 

þ The Lass with her DRLICATE Ain. 
4 Sung by Mr. Lows, | 
7 Molly who lives at the foot of the hill, 
N Whole fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill 8 


(8) Tris 
Of beauty is bleſt with ſo ample a ſhare, _ 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One evening, laſt May, as I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love ; 
I chanced to ſpy the gay nymph, I declare, 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 


By a murmuring brook on a green moſſy bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid ; 
Surpriz'd and tranſported I could not forbear, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air, 


For that moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd without pity, my innocent heart; 


And from thence how to gain the dear maid was my 


care, | 
For, a captive I fell to her delicate air. 


When ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I | 


was rude, 


And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude ;, 4 


I anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there, 
Bat laid all the blame on her delicate air. 


Said, her heart was the prize which I ſought to 
obtain, | 

And hop'd that ſhe'd give it to eaſe my fond pain 

She neither rejected, nor granted my prayer, 

But fir'd all my foul with her delicate air. 


A thouſand times ſince I've repeated my ſuit, 

But ſtill the tormentor afetts to be mute; 

Then w_ me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the 
fair, | 

How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


RO i 
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SONG | 


0 (9) 
| SONG IX. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. Sung by Miſs Young, in the 
Chara@er of Wit. | 
LUTUS vain is all your vaunting, 
P Wit muſt life with bliſs ſupply: 
Gold, alas! ſhould wit be wanting, 
Would not find a joy to buy. 
Wit, alone creates the bleſſing, 
Which exchang'd for gold you ſhare, 
Steril gold alone poſſeſſing, 
What has man but gloom and care ? 


Wit of ev'ry art deviſer, 
i | Ev'ry paſſion can controul, 
Can to pity move the miſer, 
| Can with mirth dilate the ſoul. - 
Gold itſelf, on wit depending, 
1 Thencederives its utmoſt power; 
Folly, all profuſely ſpending, 
>- Polly hoarding all is poor. 


- 


N 


SONG X. 2 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall. 

HE lark's ſhrill notes awakes the morn, 
'F The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
The yellow harveſt ſafe from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil. 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 4 
O'er which he tells the jocund tale. T 


he L | SONG XL \ 
Honour. Sung by Mr. Low, at Vauxhall; 


HE flame of love ſincere ] felt, 
And icreen'd the paſſion long; 


( 10 ) 


A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 
But awe ſuppreſt my tongue. 

At length I told the deareſt maid, 
My heart was fixt upon her ; 

But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid, 
Not I, upon my honour. 

The heart that once is roving caught, 
The prudent nymph diſtruſts; 

And muſt it for a youthful fault, 
Be ever deem'd unjuſt ? 

So Celia judg'd, ſo ſenſe decreed, 
And bad me ſtill to ſhun her; 

Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, wont here ſucceed, 
It won't, upon my honour. 


Too long, I cried, I've been to blame, 
I with a figh confeſs ; 
But thou who can'ſt the rake reclaim, 
My new born paſſion bleſs. 
Had ev'ry nymph like Celia prov'd, 
I could not have undone her ; 
On thee, bright maid, thou beſt belov'd, 
I doat, upon my honour. 


A while the fair my ſuit repreſt, 
My conſtancy to prove; 

Then with a bluſh, conſent expreſt, 
And bleſt me with her love. 

'To church I led the blooming fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her ; 

And now life's ſweeteſt joys we ſhare, 
We do upon my honour. 


(11) 


SONG XII. | 
The words by a Lady of Quality. Set by Dr. Boyce» 
HILE on my Collin's knee I fit, "_ 
\ Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit; 
My panting heart true meaſure beats, 
And gladly ev'ry ſigh repeats. 
I figh with joy, that thou may'ſt ſee, 
I ſympathile in all with thee, 
No matter how the ice was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke ; 
Who only barter love for love, 
> The niceneſs of the paſſion prove 
> For oft ingratitude we give, 
And ſometimes gen'rouſly receive, 


Levell'd by love, let neither try, 

To fix ſuperiority. | 

Since all the kind the fond conteſt, 
Of whether you or I love beſt : 

Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 
But jars the ſound of harmony. 


* . 
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SONG XIII. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, in the Conſcious Lovers, 


OES the languid ſoul complain? 
Virtuous love ſhall chaſe the pain, 

Or if love would truth attend, 

Honour ſhould be virtue's friend. 


Glory is not half ſo fair, 

As bright virtue's riſing tar ; 
Female truth with ſenſe combin'd, 

G Wins and claims the gen'rous mind. 


SONG 


(22) 


SONG XIV. 

3 Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 

NS Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt, A 
With a ſigh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he preſt 
While his paſſion he breath'd in the groves. 
As the bird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my love. 


If Cer this heart roves or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the vallies and plains; 
May Pan his protection deny. 
In vain would young Phillis and Laura be kind, 
On the lips of another no raptures I find; 
With thee, as Pveliv'd, ſo I'Il die. 


More ſtill had he ſworn, but the Queen of the May, 
Young Jenny the wanton, by chance, paſs'd that way, 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade. £2 
With ſorrow, young lovers, I tell the fad tale, a 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 4 
And forgot e'ery vow he had made. i 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 
In the form of Alexis, young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of eee pride. | 
Ah! blame not the maid; if o'er come by truth, 
Her hand and her heart ſhe beſtou/d on the youth, 
And next morning beheld her his bride. 


on 
* o 
W * 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair, : 
That a pleaſing revenge ſhould take place of deſpair, * 

Give ſorrow and care to the wind. . 3 
If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; : 
If falſe, ſeek redreſs from a lover that's new, 


And pay each inconſtant in kind, os tui 
1462-88 SONG 


(13) 
SONG XV. 
| | On FRIENDSHIP. | 
SD HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
eſt T And friendſſiip a jewel we ſeldom can meet; . 
How ftrange does it ſeem that in ſearching all round, 
| This ſource-of content is ſo rare to be found. 
„ O Friendſhip thou balm and xich ſweetner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and powr 
But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour. 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd, is a friend 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend; 
1 Our joys when extended will always increaſe, 
3 And griefs when divided, are huſh'd into peace, 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſa, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SONG XVI. 
The Trurgsr of Wax. 
ET the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 
While the trumpet's ſhrill clangor alarms; 


Let the valleys around, with eccho reſound, 
And a terrible claſhing of arms. : 


Let rivers of blood run down in the flood, 
While mortals are gaſping for breath ; 

Let the brave if they will, love honour and ſkill,” 
Seek glory and conqueſt in death. | 


To live ſole and retire, is all my deſire, 
With my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt, 
For with them we obtain true peace without pain, 
And a laſting enjoy ment of reſt. 
T C ; In 


= 


i.G | 


(14) 


In a cottage or cell, whore ſhepherds do dwell 

In innocence, freedom and eaſe ; 
Me lead peaceable lives, who are bleſt with good 
wives, 


That ſtudy their huſbands to pleaſe. 
What b below, can heav'n beſtow, 


Excelling ſuch quiet as this; ; | 
No affliction comes here, no griefs interfere, 


To leſſen our meaſure of bliſs. 


SONG XVII. 
Sung by Miſs Hooper. 
A Man that's neither high nor low 
In party or in ſtature ; 
A rake, a rattle, or a beau, 
And unus'd to flatter, 
Let him not be a learned fool, 
Who nods o'er muſty books ; 
Who eats and drinks and lives by rule, 
And weighs our words and looks. 


Let him be eaſy, free and gay, 
Of dancing never tir'd ; 
Have NY always ſmart to ſay, 
Yet fi ent when requir'd. 
Let him be rich, not covetous, 
Nor gen'rous to exceſs ; | 
Willing that I ſhould keep the purſe, 
And pleaſe my ſelf in dreſs. 


A little courage let him have, 
From inſults to protect me, 
Provided he is not too brave, 

As e' er to contradict me. 


615) 


Ten thouſand pounds a year I like, 
But if it ſo much can't be, 

You ſeven from the ten may take, 
P11 be content with three. 


His face no matter if 'tis plain, 
But let it not be fair; 
The man is ſure my heart to gain, 
Who can with this compare: 
And if ſome lord ſhould chance to agree 
With this above deſcription, 
Tho? I'm not fond of quality, 
It ſhall be no objection. 


SONG XVIII. 
Song inthe REPRISAL. 

Sung by Miſs Macklin at Drury Lane. 

ROM the man whom I love, tho my heart I 
diſguiſe, © 

I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ftraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau ; 

Like a parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, 

In courage a hind, in conceit à Gaſcoon. 

As a Vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks : 

As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 

In miſchief an ape, and in fay ning ny 5 

In a word to ſum up all his talents together, 

His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather ; 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 
bell C 2 SONS 


16) 
SONG XIX. 
HY Neptune, when firſt he topk charge of 
the ſea, 3 28 


Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we, | 
He had thought better on't, and inſtead of his brine, 
Would have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine. 


What trafficking then would have beenon the main, 
For the ſake of good liquor as well as for gain : 

No fear then als or danger of finking, 
The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking. 


The hot thirſty ſun would drive on with more haſte, 
Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt ; 

And when he'd got tipſy, would taken his nap, 
With double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. 


By the force of his rays and thus heated with wine, 
Confider how gloriouſly Phoebus would ſhine ; 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 
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How happy us mortals when bleſt with a rain, 5 
To fill all our veſſels and fill them again; 5 
Nay even the beggar that has ne'er a diſh, = i 
Might jump in the river and drink like a fiſh, 


What mirth and contentment on every brow, 
Hob as great as a prince, dancing after his plow ; 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Although they but ſip would cternally ſing. 


The ſtars who I think don't do drinking incline, | 
Would frisk and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 'q 
And merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know, 3 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 
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(17) 
Had this been the caſe then what had we enjoy'd, 
Our ſpirits ſtill riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd : 


A pox then on Neptune when *twas in his pow'r, 
To lip, like a fool ſuch a fortunate. 


SONG XX. 
The Nux and FRIAR. 


HE month of September, 
I well ſhall remember, 
| On account of the flames and the fire,. 
With which Juliet the nun, 
Full of frolic and fun, 
Sing'd the heart of the am'rous fryer. 


Ihe force of her kiſſes, 
And melting careſſes, 
Pl with pleaſure and extacy own ;. 
For moſt certain it is, 
'T hat one balmy kiſs 
From her lips, would enliven a ſtone. 


Then be ſilent, N fools, 
Who by muſty dull ru les, 


| Pretend your fierce paſſions to tame; 
Por without the bleſt aid, 
Of a kind hearted maid, 


Life is nothing but ſorrow and pain. 


SONG XXI. 
A NEW SONS. 
OAS T nqt, miſtaken hearted wann. 
To pleaſe my partial eyes; | 
'The he that have ſubdu'd my heart, 
Another may deſpiſe. | 
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Thy face is to my humour made, 
Another it may fright, 


Perhaps, by ſome fond whim betray'd, 
In oddneſs Idelight. 


Vain youth ! to thy confuſion know, 
Tis to my loves exceſs 

You all your fancied beauties owe, 
Which fades as that grows leſs. 


For your own ſake, if not for mine, 
You ſhould preſerve my fire; 

Since you, my ſwain, no more will ſhine, 
When I no more admire. 


By me, indeed, you are allow'd 
The wonder of your kind ; 


But be not of my judgement d, 
Whom love has render'd blind. 


SONG XXIL 


ET others boaſt of this and that, 
Praiſe Lucy's air, and Kitty's chat, - 
Or Sally's face fo pritty; _ 
Nor Kitty's chat nor Lucy's Air, 
Or Sally's _ can compare, 
You think with Chop-houſe Betty. 


At church, at park, at play, at ball, 

At Ranelagh, or ſweet Vauxhall 
Where beauties roam, have met ye; 

How often have ye ſigh'd and cry d, 

Your Janguid charms has oft been try'd, 
Nor dare ye vie with Betty. 
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(19) 
To tavern tables, well prepar'd, 


How oft is mutton chop preferr'd, 
If by ſuch charmer ſet ye; 


And when ſhe waits, you fondly dream, | 


Each ſmile ſome favour means to beam, 
T'wards you from pretty Betty. 


But oh ! the ſoul delighting bliſs ! 
On her ſweet lips to print a kiſs, 
If ſhe ſhould kindly let ye; 
Then your blood rolls in tides of fire, 
And gentle love and ſtrong deſire, 
Are center'd all in Betty. 


And when at ſacred honour's call, 

Expos'd you ſtand to ſword or ball, 
And dangers dread beſet ye ; 

E'en then your ſoul ſhall know no fear, 

But whilſt the deadly foe you dare, 
Think leſs on death than Betty. 


SONG XXIII. 
BEEIN DA. By Mr. Lockman, 
EE Belinda fair as morning, 
x With her flying ſteps ade - 
And Diana, like affornin 
The gay mazes of the dance, 


Her each attitude how charming ! 
With what grace ſhe ſwims around, 
Sweetly every ſenſe alarming, 
All are in her fetters bound. 
Her inchanting form ſurveying; 
Wea thouſand beauties trace: 
Bands of little Cupids playing, 
Dart new luſtre o'er Lo face, 


. 
a 


Happy 


(20) 
Happy who the nymph poſſeſſing, 
n her boſom fondly ſighs ; 


Were ſhe mine, how vaſt the bleſſing, 
Kings might envy ſuch a prize. 


SONG XXIV. 
Sung by Mi/s Keene. 


FE ſhepherds, ye nymphs, and ye ſwains, 


No more chant the ſweet rural lay; 
No moxe lead the flocks on the plains, 
For lo! my dear love's gone aſtray. 
My honeſt and free open heart, 
Unpractis'd in arts to deceive, 
The dictates of love would impart, 
I'd vow and ſhe would believe. 


She was innocent, blith, gay, and y , 
Oh ! how ſoft on any breaſt would the te ; 


How oft my ſoft n L've ſung, 
While my <q a ſporting hard by. 


Weep, weep, day and night nymph and ſwain, 


Since by fate we are doomed at laſt 
To indulge preſent grief, and in vain 
To think on the happineſs paſt. 
SONG XXV. 
HEN give thy hand, fair maid, 
And go to yonder Hazel grove ;_ 
A ſhady thicket there I know, ; 
Where twining woodbines wildly grow, 
| Secure and fit for love. * | 
No prying ſhepherd chere can ſee, 
Nor tattling nymph reveal, 
What then may pats *tween you and me, 
The joys of love ſhould ſecret be; 
Thoſe raptures let us feel. 
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| ( 21 ) 
As free as linnets on the ſpray, _ 
A graſſy couch our bed j 
There let us kiſs the noon away, 


Renew the ſport at cloſe of day, 
And laugh at thoſe that's wed. 


SONG XXVI. & >. 
- The CHevaux DE FRIZE. 
A new Song, on the preſent Faſpionable Caps. ; 


O longer let war be uſurp'd by the men, 
Nor let them campaign it and again; 
For the ladies have robb'd *em, and now when they 
"W leaſe "RM Me 
Can agb with their weapons, the Chevaux de Frize. 


No longer its needful to follow commanders, 
To America, Germany, France, or to Flanders, 
Walk but the Mall and each nymph that one ſees, 
J 5 Can teach us the uſe of the Chevaux de Frize. 


By the maxim of armies, indeed we muſt own, 
They *ve been hitherto us'd as defenſive alone, 
But the ladies, not govern'd by maxims like theſe, 
Both attack and defend with their Chevaux de Frize, 


*® Beſides in the field, it muſt not be forgot, 
> Theſe warlike machines were fix'd ſtill on the ſpot; 
But the ladies (fo little their ice agrees 
All carry about them their aux de Frize. 


"Y 


© Thus fatally arm'd at all points to annoy ; .- | ; 
Before or behind, on each fide they deſtroy : 
No ſafe guard in diſtarce; they kill us with eaſe, - 

If we dare but to look at their Chevaux de Frize, 


SONG 


(22) 
SONG xxvn. 


MyRzTILLA to Damon. 


HILE Damon whiltles o'er the plain, 
So happy. and ſo gay, 
And chonghtieſs ſings the merrieſt ſtrain, 
While nymphs attend the lay. 


Forgetful of his former care, 

He ſeeks to charm anew ; - 
And to ſome happy rival fair, 
Vows ever to be true. 


How can he then mourn pleaſures paſt, 
And fadly ſeem to tell, 

His griefs will ever fondly laſt ; 
vet play the cheat ſo well. 


Could 1, like Damon, fickle prove, 
My heart might reſt again; 

But he ſtill Iaughs at me ** love, 
And faſter holds my chain, 


No longer then ye thoughtleſs fair, 

Believe the artful cheat; 

For you alone he ſets the ware, 
And farms it of deceit. 


Trut me the tle who beſt can prove 


ſad experience wiſe : 
Ea may by turns obtain his love, 


But none can keep the prize. F 
SONG} 


(623) 
SONG XXVIII. 

The NonPAaREiL. Sung at the Public Gardens. 
3 HE nymph that I lov'd'was as bonny and gay, 

[ And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn 

in May; 

Her temper was ſmooth, as the downe on the dove, 
And her face was as fair as the mother of love. 


Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyrs that ſheds, 
And receives gentle odours frum violet beds ; 
vet warm in perfection as Phoebus at noon. 
And as chaſte as the ſilver white beams of the moon, 


le mind was unſullied as new fallen ſnow ; 
Vet as lovely as tints from young Iris's bow: 
As clear as the ſpring, and as deep as the flood, 
She, tho' witty was wiſe, and tho” beautiful, good, 
The ſweets that each virtue or grace had in ſtore, 
She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flow 'r; 
Which treaſur'd for me, O how happy was I, 
For, tho' hers to collect, it was mine to enjoy. 


1 SONG XXIX. 

Te Gypſey. Sung by Mi/s Hooper, ar Sadler's- 

1 Wells. 

of S thro? the gay green wood I happen'd to paſs, 

A : 

4 told me full plain, by the lines of my 
ce; 

My doom was to die an old maid. 
Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, 
8 And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick ; 

G Becauſe I had oft heard my grandmorher ſay, 

That gypſies convers'd with old Nick. 


For 


For ſerious advice, to the curate J Went, 

And told him the cauſe of my fright; 

Said he, pretty maid, for a While be content, 
And Pl alter the cafe before night. , 

O then he began with ſuch force and ſuch fire, 

With arguments ſo very ſtrong ; - 

Believe me, ye maidens, the devil's a liar, 
And ſo there's an end of my ſong. 


o 
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SONG XXX. 
The CourlANIN e Lovers. Sung at Sadier's 
* Word aal wall at. | | : 17 


+ A Since I parted from thee I'm a ſtranger to reſt. 
I fly to che grove, thence to languiſh and. 
There ſigh for my lover and long to return, 
'The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay ; 
They ſmile all in vain now my Polly's away: 
The fields and the groves can afford me no eaſe, 
But, bring me my Polly, a deſart will pleaſe. 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, 
I'm cold to the faireſt, tho? glowing with charms 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye, | 
Theſe are not the looks of my Polly I cry. | 
\ Thoſe looks; where bright love with the ſun fits | 
' enthron'd, Pot 9 
All ſmiling diffuſes its influence around, | L 


\ H Polly thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaft ! ; 
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"Twas thus I firk view'd thee, my charmer amaz d. 
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But when that my fair one was ſtill in my light, 
Twas pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night; 
But now, my hard fortune, remov'd from my fair, 
In ſecretT languiſh, a prey to deſpair : | | 
But abſence torments and abates not my flame, 
My Polly's ſtill charming, my paſſion the ſame ; 

O would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, | 
Then abſence would pleaſe me and I ſhould be bleſt. 


# SONG XXXI. 
PaTTY. Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 


O more of-war and war's alarms, 


Of Britons loſs and Blakeney's arms, 
Galiſſoniere and Byn 


This hour let every Kari JENNY 
Be huſh'd as night, while I to fame, 
A laſs ſuperior ſing.” 1 © 
See yonder apbour's kindly ſhade, 4 
Where firſt I met the lovely maid,. 89 
| # 


Who equal'd all my care ; 
The tender kiſs, the melting eye, lion 
Who equal'd ev'ry tender figh, g 
Lo! , Patty is not there. ba: 


How oft we round the woodland ſtray d. 

Or on the flow'ry meadow play d, bes ] 
While zephirs fan'd the air; 

Theſe painted plains can never ſhew, . 


* ” 
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The boundleſs bliſs I mult forego, | 
n fits T When Patty is not there. | 
In vain you talk of Gallia's boaſt, 
daz d- Of hoſtile fleets to ſweep our coaſt, a 
ule 1 And drive us to deſpair; 
2 205 ; D No 
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No ills Idread, nor hope relief, 
They cannot now allay my grief, 
Since Patty is not there. 


"Tis nought to me who rules the ball, 

Who turns great nations into ſmall, 
Who public treaſures ſhare; 

The fall of worlds, or fall of kings, 

To me are empty trifling things, 
When Patty is not there. 


But let the maid return again, 
Fl! rouſe my native ardour then, 

Nor France nor Spain will ſpare ; 
I'll guard this facred tree from harm, 
And for my king and miſtreſs arm, 

When Patty ſhall be there. 


SONG XXXIL 
A DrinxzixnG Sons. Sung ar Sadjer's Wells. 


9 5 fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys, 
Let's have no more female impert'nence and 
noiſe ; 

For I've tri'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, 
And I find them but nonſenſe and whimſies by Jove. 


When firſt I ſaw Betſy, I made my complaint, 

I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a faint ; 
But I found her religion, her face, and her love, 
Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf int'reſt by Jove. 


Sweet Cecil came next, with her languiſhing air, 
Her out fide was orderly, modeſt and fair; 3 
But her mind was ſophiſtical, ſo was her love, 4 
For I found ſhe was only a ſtrumpet by Jove. / | 


Come 


4 


„ 
Come, fill me a bumper then jolly brave boys, 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe; 
I know few of the ſex that are worthy my love, 
And for all ſtrumpets and jilts, I abhor them by 

Jove. | 


SONG XXXIIL 
A Drinking Sonc. © Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


ET ſoldiers fight ſor prey or praiſe, 
And money be the miſer's with, 
Poor ſchollars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh, . 
Tis wine, pure wine revives the foul ; 
Therefore give us the chatming bowl. 


Let minions marſhall every hair, 
And in a lover's look delight, 
And artificial colours wear, 
Pure wine is native red and white. 
Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul, 


Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


The back ward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 

Opens the heart that loves to fave, © _ 
And kindneſs flows from cup-brinifal, © \ 

"Tis wine, pure wine revives the foul, | 


Therefore give us the charming bowl. 9 


Some men want youth and others health, 

Some want a wife, and ſome a punk; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth, | 
But they want nothing that are drunk. 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul, | 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 
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SONG XXXIV. 


| A Dzinxinc Sons, 


ONS the bowl we'll laugh and fing ; 
Melancholly, hence away : 

Ring, ring, the bowl is empty, 
Fill it landlord, let's be gay. 

Rouſe, ye genial ſons of mirth ! 

" Now's the time to baffle care; 

Tho' we're mortal now on earth, 

Let us fancy heaven here. 


Happineſs alone purſue; 
here is more than dwells in wine ? 
Each full bumper gives a new 

Pleaſure to the eme divine. 
Why ſhould men with forrow pining, 
Loſe a life of joy and eaſe ? IT 
When his bliſs is ſtill refining, ©! © + 
In ſublime delights like theſe. 


The Lock and KR v. 
Sung Ly Mr. Dennis at Sadlers- Wells. 
OO mother, if you pleaſe, you may 
F Place others to obſerve my way; 
Or be your ſelf the watchtul ipy, ' 
And keep me ever in your eye : 
Unleſs the will itſelf reſtrain, 
The care of others is in vain ; 
And if my ſelf J do not keep, 
Inſtead of watching, you may ſleep. 


( 29 ) 


When you forbid what love inſpires, 
Forbidding, you but fan its hres ; 
Reſtraint does appetite enrage, ; 
And youth may prove too ſtrong for age : 
Then leave me unconfin'd and free, 
With Prudence for my Lock and Key ; 
For if myſelf I do not keep, 

Inſtead of watching all may ſleep. 


SONG XXXVI 


The PasrLY BZD. 


Sung by Miſ Hooper at Sadlers Wells. 
OUNG Jenny in her fifteenth year, pM 

Of lovely ſize and frolick air, E's 
Oft thought on what her'mammy ſaid, 
Concerning of the Parſly Bed. 


Loo dandle dollies on my knee, | 
I now am grown too big, cned ſhe, | 1 
l'll have a hve one in their ſtead, 
Or elſe P11 ſpoil the Parſley Bed. 


Away the little trifler ran 
= To find out Hodge her father's man. 
I prithee lend me, lad, thy ſpade, „ A 
And I'll turn up our Parſly Bed. | fs 
She dug away like any Turk, 
ut all in vain the Simple work'd ; 
At length fatigu'd, the feeble maid 
With tears d the Parlly Bed. 
Nay miſtreſs, nay, ſaid Hodge, don't c 
We've yet another patch to 5 - The | 
And there indeed they better {ped; 
But it was not the Parſly Bed. 


D 3 SONG 


1 

| SONG XXXVI. - 
The Hayey Pair, Sung at Sadler's Well's. 
U bjected to the pow'r of love, | 
By Nell's reſiſtleſs charms ; 


The fancy fixt no more can rove, 
Or fly loves ſoft alarms. 


Gay Damon had the ſill to ſhan 
All traps by Cupid laid, 
VOntill his freedom was undone, 


By Nell the conquering maid. 


But who can ſtand the force of love, 
When ſhe reſolves to kill ; 

Her ſparkling eyes laves arrows prove, 
And wounds us with our will. 


O r ! happy fair 
What Cupid has begun, a 

May Faith and Hymen take the care 
To fee it fairly done. 


4 


SONG XXXVIII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. | 


NE Midſummer morning when Nature look'd 

| * , | a 
The bird: full of frolick, and the flocks full of play; 
114. 


When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from 
And all tkings proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love: 
My mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 


If the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 


If the corn be not ground, &c. | 
The freedom to uſe my tongue, pleas'd me no doubt, 
A woman alas „ ee eee | 

| | went 
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1 went t' ward the mill without any delay, 

And conn'd o'er the words I intended to ſay; 
But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill, _ 
Bleſs my ſtars now I cry'd, huff em rarely I will, 


The miller to market, that inſtant was gone, : 
The work was all left to the care of his ſon;vdn 
Now tho?” I can ſcold as well as any one can, 
I thought *twould he wrong to ſcold the young man. 
I ſaid, I am ſurpriſed you can uſe me ſo ill, p 
Sir, I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt and I will. 


3 


Sweet maid, cry'd the youth, the neglect is not mine, 
No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine, - 
There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair, 
The mill ſhall go merrily round I declare: 4 
But hark how the birds ſing, and ſee how they bill, 
Now I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt and 1 will, 18 


My corn being done, I t'ward home bent my way 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to 1ay, 
I nſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 
And there ſwore he lov'd me indeed and indeed; 
And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ſtill, 

So fince that I've lik'd him, and like him I will. 


l often ſay mother, the miller P11 huff, 
She laughs, and cries, go girl, ayeplague him enough; 
And ſcarce a day paſſes, but by her deſire, | 
I ſteal a ſly kiſs from the youth I admire. 

If — he wiſhes, his wiſh PI! fullfill, 

And Pl! anſwer oh yes, with a hearty good will, 


SONG 


( 32) 


SONG XXXIX. 
Nun ERLESS KI S358. 
Sung by Mr. Low at VAUXHALL. 
D, Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
ut why in the midſt 15 my bliſſes, 

Do you ask me how many I'd have? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 


Then prithee dear Chloe be kind; 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
e fields, 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 

A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 

And twiſt round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be 23 than this is, 


My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent, © 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 

Will always with few be content. 

| SONG XII. 


Sung by Mi/s Stevenſon, at Vauxhall. 


IS a twelvemonth a-go, nay perhaps they are i 


| ' twain, - 
Since Thirſis neglected the nymphs of the plain, 


3 


1 | 
And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows 
along, 

To hear - ſoft tale or to ſing him a ſong. 
eh” firſt was but friendſhip, ſoon grew to a 
Ne | 
In my heart it was love, in the youth *twas the ſame 
From each other we ſought not our paſſion to hide, 
But who ſhould love moſt, was our conteſt and pride. 


But prudence ſoon whiſper'd us, love not too well, 
For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will telt; 
* And a flame without fortune's rich gifts on its fide, 
© The grave ones will ſcorn and a mother muſt chide, 


Afraid of rebuke, he his viſits forbore,' ._ .-: .. 
And we promis'd to think of each other, R | 

But to tarry with patience,” a ſeaſon more kind, 
So!] put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind. 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will he repaid ;... 
If ye ſigh for each other, ah ! quit not your care; 
Condemn the god Cupid, but bleſs the fond pair. 


SONG XII 
Sung by Miſi Stevenſon at Vauxhall, 
Wb ſwain, ſo blythe and clever, 
Do you leave me all in forrow ? ? 

Three whole days are gone for ever, _ 
© Since you ſaid you'd come to morrow. 83 
If you lov'd but half as Ido, | 

You'd been here with looks ſo bonn, 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 

Not for ling'ring lazy Johnny, | 


What can he be now a doing? © 
1s he with the laſſes maying ? | 


—- 
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He had better here be wooing, 801 
Than with others fondly . q 
Tell me truly where he's roving, | Gi 
That I may no longer ſorrow 3 


If he's weary grown of — TC | 
Let him tell me fo tomorrow. | = 
Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee ? | Qu 
Let her be the happy creature; | 
Tl not plague myſelf to chide-thee, | du 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. | 
But I can no longer tarry, Lil 
Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow ; | 
I may loſe the time to marry, Ne 
If II reach beyond tomorrow. Bu 
Think not Shepherd, thus to brave me, * 
If I'm yours, away no longer, . 
If you won't, another Il have me, | M; 
may cool, but.not grow fonder. 
If your lovers, girls, forſake you, Le 
Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow ; ; 
Bleſt another lad may make ye, | | T1 
Stay for none beyond tomorrow. C 
SONG XII. - 
The Haryy'BACCHANALIAN. 
F ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh and worldly cares deſpiſe ; = 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joy from drinking will ariſe. 1 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 


Change what nature made fo fair ? 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Ofa bad bargain make the belt. : | 


— 


(36 ) ; 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire; 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſu of mygeſire. 
What the world can morepreſent,” 

Will not add to myWntent ; 
Drink, and ſet your minds at reſt, 
Quiet of mind is always beſt, 


Buſy brains, we know, alas ! 
With imaginations run 
Like ſand in the hour glaſs; 
Turn'd and turn'd, and {till runs on. 0 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 
But uneaſy every way; 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind 15 always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled without wine, 
Makes the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine; 
Still the ſame thing 'tis with me. 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait: 
Drink and ſer your' hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 
SONG XI. 
. New Song in Honour of the King of Proflia, 
R Britons, rouſe, and face the ſoe, 
, Support your Royal Brave Allie; 
His ardor imitate, and throw 


Deſtruction on their perfidy. - 


non v 
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CHORUS. 


Tune, tune your notes to chearful ſtrains, 
Ye lovely nymphs and jolly ſwains, 

With joyful hearts, we'll gladly ſing, 
Long live the brave, the Pru n King. 


Let Poctiers, Creſſy's battles Pur 
Thy ſleeping valour into fame: 
Convince the French without demur, ' 
You've caught a ſpark of Frederick's flame. 


C Hokus. 
Tune, tune your notes, &c. 


O may ſucceſs on him attend, 
Who does ſo well defend his cauſe: 
Join Britons, join your noble friend; 
Firſt beat the French, then give them laws. 


CHORUS. | 
Tune, tune your notes to chearful ſtrains, 
Ve lovely nymphbs and jolly ſwains, | 
With joyful hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long hve the brave, the Pruſſian King. 


SONG XLIV. 
The King of Proflia's March. 
HAT honqurs are to Fredrick due, 
The Pruflian's matchleſs king, 
And his immortal glories too, 
| Who can forbear to ſing. 
To ſhare his crown with hatred keen, 
Four ſovereigns had agreed, | 
The Gallic king, Hungary's queen, 
The ſavage Ruſs and Sweed. 


8 

| 
- 
4 


(37) 
The princes of the Empire came 
To aid the baſe deſign; 
'Thro? terror of th” Imperial name, 
Unwilling aid they join. 
Tho' num'rous hſts of foes ſurround 
His juſt, but envy'd throne, 
Undaunted he maintains his ground, 
And truſts in heav'n alone. | 


He met, he fought them, and o'er threw ; 
Whole armies wear his chain : 
Time never ſuch an hero knew, 
Nor never will again. 
Daun's laurels wither on his head ; 
Lorrain drink on and die; | : 
Soubiſe and Hilbourghauſen dread } 
Your fate again to fly. 


Th Hungarian queen now feels the ſmart 
Of perjury and pride ; 

Her haughty and malicious heart, 
No more ſhall oaths deride. 

Great Prince, ſuſtain thy noble mind ! 
Should ſtill new armies riſe, _ 

Their fury is by heaven defign'd,- 
To ſwell thy victories. 1 


SONG XLV. 
NUPTIAL SONG. 


OW Hymen lights the torch of love, 
Your happy ſtate's began; 
And Heav'n alone your choice approves, 
Be you the happy man. 


Cheriſh your blooming bride each day 
he | With love celeſtial — : 
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All earthly beauties fade, decay, 
But heav'nly minds endure. 


Sweet peace and concord bleſs the pair, 
By providence made one | 
All harmony be center'd here, | 
Nor diſcord ever known. 


May ye prove fruitful as the vine, 
Be bleſt with hopeful heirs, 

'To comfort you in hfes decline, 
And t'alleviate your cares. 


Live you their num'rous race to ſee, | 
Moſt dutiful and wiſe, 

Grow up to full maturity, 
With them and theirs rejoice. 


* plenty bleſs 1 ur lateſt days; 
rfe& health be found 
Sound ng your great Creators praiſe, 
Till with his glory crown . 


SONG XIVI | 
The Ros x. Sung at the Dublin Theatre. 


Aireſt of the female kind, 
Of worth poſſeſt and beauty join'd, , 
Forgive the Bard, who rudely ſings 
A ſubjeRt worthy Phzbus's ſtrings. | * 


Amongſt a bed of daiſeys py'd 

As once I wander'd, I eſpy'd 

A roſe, ſweet flower, worthy fame, 
So like my deareſt fair ones name. 


14 


A while 


(39). 


A while I gaz'd, but ſoon its head 
I pluck'd from of its dainty bed; 


Some time it too my 1 I preſs'd, 
Then bid it grace my Roſe's breaſt. 


Thrice happy flow'r, doom'd to blow 
Under that breaft more white than ſnow ; 
And there beneath thoſe eyes to live, 
Which death alone to others give. 


SONG XLVII. 
A favourite SONG. 


Hilſt am'rous bards in raptures ſing 
The charms of Kitty Fell, 4 


And ſay that lovely blooming ſpring, 


For ſweetneſs can't excell : 
Yet was ſhe bright as yonder ſun | 
With beamy rays, what then? 
Her boaſted beauty 's far out done 
By Sally and by Pen, 


Laſt Whitſun eve, upon the green, 
The faireſt nymps were met; 
No lovelier fight was ever ſeen, 
They fill my fancy yet: ' 
But for to ſpeak the truth, I ſwear, - 
There was not one in ten 
For native beauty could compare, 
With Sally or wich Pen. 


Ye ſwains who rove from fair to fair, 
This admonition take, 
With cautious eyes ſurvey the pair, 
Their chains are _ to break. 
* 2 A 
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In vain for freedom's loſs you'll try, 
It can't be had again; 
For who can e' er attempt to fly 
From Sally or from Pen. 


SONG XLVIII. 
Sung by Miſs Hooper at Sadlers Wells. 
HEN Colin firſt laid a briſk ſiege to my heart, 
To deceive me with words was his plan, 
And he thought to ſubdue each nature with 
O vam inſignificant man ! 
With inſolent ſcorn, J oft bid him depart * 
To the Spaniards, the Turks or Japan; 4 
You'll find Sir . — too much for your art, 
Betroth me as ſoon as you can. | 
While love and fierce. paſſion ſtill lurks in the rear, 
Fair modeſty keeps in the van | | 
No woman was ever what ſhe would appear, 
And rarely unmaſkt to a man. 


"Tis darkneſs brings all our beauties to light, 
Whoſe gloom ſerves inſtead of a fan :, - 

When ſweet inclination. aids virtue, good night, 
And woman {till proyes the beſt man. 


SONG  XLIX. 
PayLLis. By Mr, Lockman, 
EE where Phyllis ever ſprightly, 
Trips it on the daſied green; 
The kindred graces.” | . 
Direct her paces, pre 
As wood nymph lightly, - 
Such a beauty ne'er was ſeen. 
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To deck her wreaths of pinks and lil: es, 
Fond I rove in yonder plains, 
Where bands advancing, 
And gaily dancing, 
My artleſs Phyllis 
Choſe me from among the ſwains. 


Hence ſierce jealous pangs ariſing, 
Rivals aint) —. a = J 
But ſhe ſo charms me, 
Nought alarms me; 
And them deſpiſing, | 
Take they the world fo I've her heart. 


. 
* * 


SONG . 
HELLENA and POLLY. 
Sung by Miſs Hooper. 


TELLENA with — mien, 
Tries all the power of art; 
Yet finds her efforts all in vain, 
To gain a ſingle heart. "= 


Hellena's haughty air deſtroys 
What native charms inſpire ; 

While Polley's artleſs ſhining eves, 
Sets all the world on fire. | 


Hellena may our pity move, 
But Polly gives us pain, 

And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 
Her ſiſter frowns in vain. 


— 


(42) 
SONG IL 
The ReyLy. Sung by Mi/5 Hooper. 


N vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er, 
What more alas! can Flavia do ? 

Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore, 
All thoſe are happy that are true. 


Suppreſs thoſe ſighs. and weep no more; 


Should heav'n and earth with thee combine, 


Twere all in vain ; fince any power 
To crown thy love, muſt alter mine. 


But if revenge can eaſe my pain, 
Pl ſooth the ills I cannot cure, 

Till that I drag a hopeleſs chain, 
And all that I inflict, endure. 


The GOLD FINCH fo CHLOE,: 


" T HILST to the diſtant vale J wing, 
Nor wait the ſlow return of ſpring ;.. 
Rather in, leafleſs groves. to dell, . 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell. 
G ve me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee. 
I firſt was taugh ſweet liberty, dear liberty. 


There round me, when the feathered choir - 
Attentive liſten and admire ; 

P11 tell upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in priſon, learn'd from thee 


To warble forth ſweet liberty. 


But: 
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But in return for all thy care, 
May Thyrſis ſoon the loſs repair; 
Like me in gaudy liv'ry dreſt, 
To Chloe be a welcome gueſt, 
With deep attention dwell on thee, 
And loſe his own ſweet liberty. 


SONG LI 
The Pos1Tive FaAlR. | 
Sung by Mis Thomas at Marybone Gardens. 
ELL, if I continue but inthe fame mind, 
2 I never ſhall wed I proteſt, _ 
There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all the 
male kind, | Fu « 
That bad my thoughts pictur'd the beſt. 
The nymphs would perſuade, and talk till they vex, 
Love's lure to catch youth in the prime ; 
Why if one muſt once like the oppoſite ſex, 
I think ſeventeen the right time. 


They tell it as ſtrange, I ſhould be ſo annoy'd: 
At men who were meant for our good ; 

But what's in one*s nature we.cannot avoid, 
I'd be in the mode if I cou'd. 


The ſhepherds all wonder that from them I fly, 
If ſeen o'er the plain as I go : | 
Why ſtill let them wonder at diſtance, ſay I, 
The men ſhould be always kept ſo. | 
Young Collin declares my averfion's a joke, 
And thinks in my heart to ſucceed ; 
For woman, he ſays, never thought as ſhe ſpoke; 
He's mighty obliging indeed. Sa 


He- 
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He caught me juſt now, and it came in his head. 
To kiſs me, but from him I tore; 
Vet really believe had he done as he ſaid, | 


He could not have frighten'd me more. 


I hope that ſuch freedoms he'll ne'er again uſe, . 
My fixt reſolution to try; | " 
For oh! Pm certain I ſhall not refuſe, 
I mean that I ſhall not comply. 


SONG IIV. 
The Lover and the Friend. - | 


O Thou for whom my lyre I ſtring, 
Of whom I daily ſpeak and ſing ; | 
Thou conſtant object of my joys, 

Whoſe ſweetneſs ev'ry wiſh employs : 

Thou deareſt of thy ſex attend, | 
And hear the lover and the friend. | | 


Fear not the poets flatt*ring ſtrain, 
No idle praiſe my verſe ſhall ſtain ; 
The lovely numbers ſhall impart, 
The faithful dictates of my R 
Nor humble modeſty offend, 
To join the lover and the friend. 


Whole years I ſtrove againſt the flame, 
And ſuffered ills that wants a name, 
Yet ſtill the painful ſecret kept, 

And to my ſelf in filence wept, 

Till grown unable to contend, 

I own'd the lover and the friend. 

gick with deſpair and mad with pain, 
1 ſeek for happineſs in vain 3 A KS 
Then 


A 
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Then lovely maid, to thee I cry, 3 
Heal me with kindneſs, or I die; , 
Or force your heart a fi h to ſend, 

To mourn the lover and the mend. 


I ſaw that ſtill your gen'rous heart 

In all my forrows bore a part; 

Yet while your eyes with pity flow'd,  - - 
No words of hope your tongue beſiow'd 3 

But mildly bad me ceaſe to blend 

The name of lover with the friend. 


In vain alas ! in vain J ſtrive 

To keep a dying hope alive. ee. 
This laſt fad r 

Tis abſence that muſt cure my N N 
Thy image from my boſom ren 

And tear the lover rom the friend. U wor 


Vain thought! tho' ſeas between us 5 
Thy love 1s rooted in my foul : | 

The vital blood that warms my heart | | 
With thy idea, muſt we part! V S 
And ev'ry hour that life ſhall lend, 434120 off 
Increaſe the lover and the friend. 60 210514 21 


SONG Iv. 


The REes0LUTION:” A new Song. 


OW giddy is youth, yet above all This . 4 
You counſel and counſel in vain ; 
Pe try'd what is wedlock, and like it * well, 
That PII. never be marned again. 


The ſpouſe that I pitch d on wWas tomely and young, 
And ſweet as the flow'rs of the plain; 

She was wiſe, as they tell me, perhaps it might be, 
But I'n&er will be married again. 


If WP fs | 
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I faw the poor creature laid deep in her grave, 
My tears they came pouring like rain; 


But as ſun ſhine, you know,” will foul weather 


ſucceed, 
So I quickly recover'd again. 


Like Caſtles of fairies it ſeems to my fight, 
And fancy indulges the whim ; | 
But alas! when you try it, tis all a meer cheat, 
And the ſame dull tale over again. 


SONG LVL 
The favourite Hymn of Eve. 


OW chearful along the gay mead 
The daifies and cowſlps appear 
The flock as they careleſsly feed, 
Rejoice in the ſpring of the year. 
The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 
The herbage that ſprings from the ſod; 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits and ſweet flow'rs, 
All raiſe to the praiſe of my God. 


14 * 


Shall man the maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove? 
Forbid it fair gratitude's call ! 
Forbid devotion and love ! | 
Thee, lord, who ſuch wonders could raife, 
And ſtill can de with a nod ; 
My lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe, ta nd 
My foul ſhall be wrapt in my God... 


2 | 
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s ONG Lyn. 
BeLinDa. A new Song. 
ELINDA, ſee from yonder flow rs, 
The Bee flies loaded to its cell; 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 


Are they impair'd in ſhow or ſmell ? \ 


So, though I rob you of a kiſs, 
Sweeter than their ambroſial dew ; 
Why are you angry at my bliſs ? 
Has it at all impoveriſh'd you ? 


Ei by this cunning I contrive, 
n ſpite of your unkind reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd hope alive, 
Which inhumanity would ſtarve. 


SONG LVIII. 
MouxTacus Walk. Sung by Miſs Hooper, 


E circles of the fair and brave, 

Who to Black-heath repair, 
Who noiſe, and duſt, and buſineſs leave, 

To breathe untainted air; | 
Lo! here's a walk which when you view! 
You'll love the ſun and Mountague. 


The lark, in notes of early morn, 
The thruſh and linnet ſweet, 
The nightingale, with breaſt on thorn, 
In warbling conſort meet ; 
And o'er this walk their ſtrains renew, 
To praiſe the ſun and Mountague, 


Let courtiers bleſs St. James's rays, 
The RO room and ball, 


— 


= 
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Let Bells and beaux at 12 gaze, 
Or gaily trip the mall 
Court, he fn and mall, farewell to you, 


I'll to the ſun and Mountague. 


SONG LIX, 
PrAro's Apvice. 


AYS Plato, why ſhould men be vain ! 
Since bounteous heaven has made him great ; 

Why does he look with ſuch diſdain, 

On thoſe undeck'd with-wealth or ſtate ? 
Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 

And all the gems that deck the fair; 2 
Can all the glories of a crown, 

Give health or eaſe the brow of care ? > 


he ſcepter'd king, the butthen'd ſlave, 
- The le and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 

In duſt without diſtinction lie. | 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt 1 
Who once the greateſt titles wore ; D 

Their wealth and glory is bereft, 
And all their honour is no more. 


So flies the meteor thro? the kies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train, 
When ſhot, tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 
So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls, 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay; 
Lets crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
When enen we muſt — 
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8 ON G TIX. 
To CeL1a. 


O Celia's youu my muſe ſhall ſing, 
While all the nine inſpire ; 
And they their kind affiſtance bring, 
To raiſe the poets fire. 


Rous'd by thy charms, my. voice I'll raiſe, 
And eccho thro? the woods; 

The woods ſhall eccho Ceha's praiſe 
Acroſs the ſwelling | floods. 


If Celia treads the flow'ry meads 
Amidſt the cooling day; 

The lillies hang their drooping heads, 
And roſes die away. 


Or, if ſhe in the Mall appear, 1 
Then all the fair and 15 

Fade like the luſtre of the ſtars 
At the a—_— 0 . 


Her eyes, Which ſend their darts all round, 
And ſparkle as the fre; 8 


Each ſwain ſhall feel the iercin wound, | 
And kindle with defite. 5 Borer er. 
100 3. 


Her features all divine appear; zi einn 1200 


Cheeks, like the bluſhing _—_ 112 
Her ivory neck and breaſt as clear 


And white as winter no˙] Gm. 


Her limbs and ſhape Wich. graceful ago br 3 
Fach part ſets off the Whole; 5 
Sure ſhe was made alone to FO 


And captivate. the Ws. 


She ſmiles, ten thouſand arrows fly, 
And pierce 2 tender breaſt, 


I, at her feet ſubmiſſive lie, 
And wait my life or death. 


Grant but my ſuit, my charming fair, 
And all my griefs remove; 

My breaſt is calm, ſerene as air, 
When thou accepts my love. 


Why pauſe ſo long ! why muſe my dove! 
Nor grant a ſwift reply; 

All's racks and tortures, till my love 

Shall with my flame comply. 


If Celia kind accepts her ſwain, 
I to her arms will fly; _ 

For e'er adore that precious name 
Nor quit her till I die, 


A BaLLAD for the year 1758. 


AST year all the | 
Was that taxes ran high, 

And the revenue ſunk by foul play ; 
That our fleets were defeated, 
Our armies ill treated, 

And commerce quite gone to decay. 
Portmahone we had loſt, * 
And our fleets on the coaſt 

Paraded, but dare not attack; 
That they went with a ſhow 
Of a terrible blo ,p 

But return'd moſt ingloriouſly back. 


For 


(Cr) 
For the ſcourge of our foes 
A Pitt then aroſe, 1:16 17 T] 
Th aſſerter of liberty's eaſe; ; 
Corruption then fled, 
Nor could vice ſhew her head, 
For virtue was guarded by laws. 


The trumpet of fame, 

Then ſounded the name DOT 5 
Of Howe; to Gallia *r 

And bid her prepare 1 

Such a clarion to hear, 


That the bulwarks ſhould . ba. 


Nor warn' d ſhe in vain, 
For France once again 
Felt the force of a maritime pow. . 
Britiſh hearts were employ d, * 
French ſtrength was dero; d, 1 
And her conqueſts were m of no more. 


Boſcawen went-forth, 
And far in the North 

Spread the glories of Britain's fair ie; 3 
Old Neptune and Mars 
Grant ſucceſs to the Tars, 


And En propitienty-latile.” 


Cape Britons our own, | 
Frontenac is o'erthrone, . | 
And Senegal glorioufly won; | 
Commerce lends us its aid, 
And now flouriſhes trade. 
Whilſt thatof our foes is undone. | 


No more we complain 
We are ſlaves, to maintain . 


3 F. 2. Troops 


* 
* 


13 


Troops uſeleſs, and ſhips — *h 
Heart and hand we combine, | J 
With our leader's to join, 902 got que 
Till our enemies all are deſtroy d. 


May our forces abroad ; | 
Still continue a rod, | 101 
To ſcourge lawleſs ambition and pride; * 

And may patriot zeal | 

For our country's weal, | 
At home in our councils pref 


Then let each honeſt heart, | 

Before we depart, „ nel 
Fill a glaſs to t b r 

May the fifty and nine usain daa. 
With the laſt year combine, „ e{19ungod 13 b. 
To humble the — of our foes. | 


S ON G 151. 


New Sons. 1 01 8) 


AN the ſhepherds and nymphs of oh eee 
(; Condemn me oy dropping dienst 440 

Or lamenting aloud as I rove, CE AAR, 

Since Suſan no longer iy} ere. nee bf 


My flocks if at random they ray, 
What wonder fince ſhe's from the plain gc: dl: fil 7 
Her hand they were wont to obey, 


She rul'd both the theep and the firain, 15 


1 


SONG 


(53) 
SONG LXIII. 
Brack Eye'd Sur. 
Sung at Sadlers Wells, 


8 years old was black ey'd Sue, 
A plump and buxom jade, 
Of mettle full from top to toe, 
And yet ſhe was a maid. 


Voung Roger met her all alone, 
As thro the fields ſhe paſt, 

And longing for a piece of 5 | 
He laid her on the graſs. 


Her heaving boſom firſt he felt, 
What 'tis to know a man! 

Dear Roger then dont be afraid, 
But ki me if you can. 


I will, he cry'd, with all my Ay 
With that he kifs'd her o'er, 

But when ſhe found the pleaſing mart, 
She cry'd n encore. 


$ 0 NG LXIV. 


HAT fadneſs reigns over the plain, 


— * 4 


+ #4 4 


i; 1 


How, droops the ſweet flowers around A 


How penſive each nymph and each ſwain, 
How filent each \ muſical | ſound, . 


No more the loft lute in-the 1 
Beguile the blith ev nings away; 


But fad Bin, e out t —= "IH 


Since on has wander d away«-' 
NF F 3 | 


© he 


9 | 
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ch ! he was our village's pride, 
This change from his abſence is ſeenz 
**T was he that our muſic ſupply'd, 

When we merrily dancꝰ 4 on the green. 


At the ſhearing, the wake, or the fair, © 
How jovial and frolic were we; 12 

But now every feaſt in the year, 
Is as joyleſs Sb] joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he wander AP 
"Tis the war that has call'd him to arms, 
For weeping, he cry'd, who can ſtay, 


When his country reſounds with ann 


Yet ſure he at home ſhould have ſtaid;  _ . 
And left to rough foldiers the wa: 

He only for love could be made, . 
Who was lovely beyond all compare. 


Where'er the adventurer goes, ; 
On the land or ie dangerous main, 

Kind heaven protect him from woes, 
And ſend him to Celia again. 


O give him to Celia 
o his true love m mo reſtore ;. 
On his boſom I'll ceaſe to complain, 
From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG LXY. 
Hilſt in the Timandra walks, 
And — ſmiles, or fondly talks, 
A thouſand arrows round ber fy, bal 2114 
A thouſand ſuains yaheeded die. | 


(55) 


But when ſhe labours to be ſeen, 


W ith her 


enchanting air and mien, 


From ſo much beauty, ſo much art, 
What mortal can ſecure his heart. 


Ithout thinking on't I gain'd Thyrſis's heart, 
Without thinking on't,. the N on his 


SONG. LXVI.. 
As one ey'ning we. danc'd on the lee; 


art, 


P 
Alas! made a conqueſt, of me. 


Then Cupid take care of this tickliſh affair, 
Nor leave poor Paſtora in thrall, 


Leſt the ſwain ſhould forget, and break off as WE wer, 


Without thinking of it all. 


W. 


SONG IXVII. 


out diguiſe or coquet's art. 


Dear Polly O formed t to pleaſe: 


Whilſt I in gazing loſt m a. heart, 


My ſoft repoſe and 


. 
* 


In balmy ſlumbers oft by night, 
The gentle maid appears, 
And like a Syren ſhows her might, 

To charm both eyes and ears. 


Each pleaſing look from Polly?s, 
Can calm my raging Lov pe Fas 
But if ſhe frowns, which way can 3 
Expect to be at reſt? 


The Goddeſſes, by poe se. 


To be ſo wondrous fair, | of] 


Neither in beauty, or in wit, 
To. * compare. 


Fs 


(56) 
They tell us once that Jove ſo wiſe, 
To viſit maidens came; | 
To taſte ſoft joys, and feaſt his eyes, 
Or quench his am'rous flame; _ 


But ſhould he dare attempt that foes 
Or look on Polly's charms, 

In hopes, he'd quit his reſtleſs 0 
To revel in her arms. 


Or, ſhould he try the ſtratagems, 
He us'd to do — old, 

And take upon himſelf the ſhape, 
As once *= did, of gold ; 


Her virtue could withſtand his pow, 
And by a frown or nod, 


Would ſhew ſhe ſcorn'd the TY ore, 


And dare deny the God. , 


SONG LXVIII. 


A Song to CEL 1a. 
H®*" bleſt am I thy face to view,. 
My lovely deareſt maid ; 
Beauty her throne has fixt in you, 


With every grace array'd. 


Pm joy'd thy magic voice to hear ;. 
To join my lips with thine, 

Is heav'nly extaſy, I ſwear, 
Is rapture all divine. 


Was I with lovely Celiæ bleſs'd, 
By ev'ry power I ſwear, 

Of heaven I ſhould be poſſeſt, 
And free from ev'ry care. 


£ 


* | She 


ms 


* 


SC 
S ON G LXIX. | 
. Ä 
RI ATIVx. ah 
NE eve beſide a filver ſtream, 
Ko, Damon lay reclin'd ; 
With all her graces Venus. * 

In viſion to his mind. 2 18 
When thus a lovely nymph begin ong. 15 7 
While eccho ſeem' d to waft the ſtrain _ 1 

S O N. © 194“. FRI. 15 as 
To beauty ev'ry hour devote, 1 * { mor? 9 | 
Oh ! aw 5 happy and be gay, E 
Thy bliſs all make each. pain moe, | | 
d Cupid all thy toil repay. 


* - 
% © * 
„ 3 — 


A thouſand cares 1 99 2 d, 40 7 
And cloud the preſent mixthful feene, mud bak 
But endleſs joys enchant the heart, mud ei 


While love and beauty only reign. 01 To D. — 
SECOND | RECITATIVE.. ud 1 
While o'er his wand'ring fancy thus 


The God ofſſ his powers diffuſe 3 ud bit” 
Another form, . behold !-aroſe,; - amd aH 


Reliever true of human woes ; 

His tun—his glaſs—his looks divine, 

—— the God of Wine. 
K FNa san? T 

The charms of "par ſays he, beware, 

Short the. bliſs——but long the care ; 3. 


Beauty's gone when ſcarce poſſeſt, Tot #1 
Tis all abubble——att! wap? 1 
Here the laſting pleaſures he; F 
Here behold a real joy ; 0 i 


Tis thus we paſs our time above; _ © 
Learn firſt to drink and then to love. 


( 58.) 


SON G LXX, - 


"IS bumpers lull all cares to reſt ; 
Tis bumpers make misfortunes no 
"Tis bumpers cure the wounded breaſt, 
And bumpers make all-ſouls complest. 


We'll drink to all our friends we know, 
We'll drink to all in grief and forrow';: 

We'll drink to all we love below, — 
For bumpers make to-day to- morrow. 


We'll drink to ev ry honeſt ſoul, 
Who from his word would never ff,, 
That loves his friend, that loves his bowl, 
And who for him would freely die. 


For bumpers gain, the, brave ſucceſs ; | 
And bumpers make true virtue ſhine, 
"Tis bumpers gain our miſtreſs, 
And bumpers make all ſquls ſublime. 


"Tis bumpers make the poor man rich; 
And bumpers make us free from care, 

*Tis bumpers make us that we wiſfn, 
And bumpers make us what we are. 


$0NG IXI. 


The SuzTREAD's wropine. 


Au NTOR . : 


STORA's come, with myrtles void; 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's ſide, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's fide ; 9 
The ſun in his extenſive round, oo eng 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bride, 


Ne'er ſaw ſo ſwegt, ſo fair a bride, | 


4 


* 


{G2 
(59) 
Pat rdAA. 
If to be true is \ fret and r, 
Paſtora with Lucinda vies, 
Paſtora, &c. 
And ſweeter ſhe than is the air, 
That fleets beneath Arabian ſkies, 
That fleets, e. 
Meth AuinTOR. ' _ 
The fields and groves, each hill and vale, 
Have witneſs'd to my faithful vow, 
Have witneſs'd, c. 
Long had I ſigh d my am'rous tale, 
But ev'ry care's requited now, 
=o ev'ry, tc. 
PasTORA. 


Without a bluſh I here repeat, 


What to the — 4 I — before, 
What to the 2 we 


For thee my tender 


Poſſeſt of thee I ask no — 
Poſſeſt of thee, &c. 


13 | 


Thus with this wreathe I crown th AX 


And with this is kiſs my love I ſeal, _ 
And with this kiſs, &c. 


And may I when I break my vows. 


The pangs of tortur'd lovers feel, 
The pangs, &c. 


1 


to 1 ſwain, 


Should TI, ungrateful 
Afflict din with 
Afflict him tc. 


May I be driven from. the plain 


A mall and ee. 
By ev'ry & 


660) 


S O0 G ILXxI. 
The DusT-Cart. A favourite Cantata. 
S tink'ring Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
| He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing . 
In duſt- cart high advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovel wall. | 
Tom with uplifted han<s th* occaſiofi bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid addreſt. 
| 07247 ER: + 20151! 24 
O Sylvia, while you drive yaur cart, 
To pick up duſt, yau ſteal our hearts, 
You take up duſt and fteal our hearts : 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 
——— 3 4 | pda 
Sylvia, advanced above the rabble-rout, 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſd aid on Fittle folks below): 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, 
And then reſolv'd to ſpeak; ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John, 
mn 7 cet C19VOLp FUR org 42 
Shall I, who ride above tlie feſt, 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ; 


4 


Ambition now my ſpul does fir 
The youths ſhall languiſn and admire⸗:- 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart.. 
Shall long to fide in my duſt cart. od 1 vol 
And ev'ry, &. 5 vil 


Ol 8 
. — 49 1 


(61) 


SONG. IX. 
Baccaus God of Wing," + 


FI) ACCHUS! thou merry god of wine, 


"Behold, thy ſupplicants ſupfine, 


Imploring for a freſh recruit 
Of grapes, that moſt delicious fruit. 


* 


Each night we conſbcrate ito-thee 3 U 1128! 


Libations prove our loyalty ; ; 
Like ſons of Bacchus never ſhrink, 
But to exceſs reſolve to drink. 


When Sol his orient heams diſplay, 
Me topers are inform'd tis day; 
Then all depart, when night appears, 
We meet again to drown our fears. 


Thus BRITONS ſpend a life of joy, 
No cares our pleaſures can.annoy, , 
For wine expells what ſeems amils, 
Such great felicity's.in * this. 


- Drinking 


7 


The Baxgs of the DEE. _ Way, 
RUE bliſs in retirement can only be found; 
In vain we ſhall ſeek it in pleaſures dull round, 
The truth of this maxim Philander could fee, 
When the vo'try of Cupid and modiſhly free: 


He often reſolvꝰd to retire from the crowd, 
Quite pall'd with its pleaſures ſo empty and loud; 


And oft he relaps'd thro” a whim to be free, 
But. at laſt was n the banks of the 


Dee. 
From 


( 62) 


From noiſe and falſe pleaſules, he quickly withdrew, 
To taſte of the ſolid, the laſting and true: 

Grew fond of retirement, nor car'd but for three, 

A friend, and a book, and the banks of the Dee. 


His fortune was eaſy, his manner polite, 

He read a great deal, and at times he could write; 
Unmov'd by ambition, contented and free, 

He often ſung * on the banks of the Dee. 


The monarch ail jealous of 2 and * N 
Who ſig hs at his heart Ahile!l in ſplendor he ſhines, 
With — I trace through the ulm Levee, 

And bleſs my kind ſtars for the banks of the Dee. 


The miſer, how wretched ! amidſt all his ſtore, 

What he has, he can't taſte, yet he ſighs to have 
more; 

© While I with alittle am happy and free, 

_ © In apleaſing retreat on the banks of the Dee. 


Let Tom, without paſſion, ſtill ſigh for the fair, 
Affect their ſoft manner, and mimick their air, 
Supply them with ſcandal o'er Green and Bohea, 
Give me a retreat on the banks of the Dee. 


No duns to moleſt me, no cares to harraſs, 
In a pleaſing ſucceſſion the moments will paſs ; 
At peace with the world, contented and free, 
I'll live and I'll die on the banks of the Dee. 


SONG 


*. 


N 


LE 


IJ meaſure the ſize of my tun, 


„ 
SONG LXXV. | 
A Song for three V. victs. © 


RITANNIA's ſons rejoice, 
To George exalt your voice, 
God fave the king. 
In A auſpicious reign 


Cape Breton we re 
And in recording 94 


Victory ſing. 


Amherſt and Boſcawen, 
With all their Britiſh men, 

Like Heroes ſnone; 
Thanks be to patriot Pitt, 
Whoſe penetrating wit 
And wiſdom, judg'd it fit 
JI o ſet them on. 


O grant thus | nobly won, 
That never Cape Breton 
A may fall; 
May Britiſh bands protect, 
While Britiſh hearts direct, 
And Gallic ſchemes detect, 
God fave us all. | 


SONG LXXVI - 
A Drinking Song, from à Collection at Berlin. 
ET Euler go meaſure the ſun, it. 
His knowledge muſt truckle to mine ; 


And I know it in bottles of wine. 


G 2 


664) 
Let Meyer chop logic for nought, 
A ſyllogiſt is . aſs, bt 
While I without waſting a thought, 
Can infer from the bottle, the laſs, 


Let Haller miſpend half his time, "{ 
O'er moſs, weeds and rubbiſh, to pour, 

I only ſeek out for a rhime, | 

As himſelf wiſer once did before. 


Let Bodmer his inference draw, 
And ſtoutly with caſuiſts fight; 
He might as well ballance a ſtraw, 
He will never put folly to flight. 
And in ages to come, tho' they cry, 
Such men when again ſhall we ſte; 
When I am forgot, what care I, 
What are ages to come-pray tome ? 


SONG LXXVII. 


"The INCONSTANT SWAIN, 


ENEATH this grove, this filent ſhade, . 
B Come Damon to thy gentle maid ; 1 
What other nymph would love like me; | | 
But oh! thou *rt all inconſtancy, 


You us'd to talk of love and bliſs, 

And often ſigh'd my lips to kiſs ; 

But roving ndw in fweeter glee, 

For thou art all inconſtancy.. . | | 1 
Here fragrant flow'rs ſweetly ſpring, 
The feather'd choir in concert 


Yet vain is what I hear and ſee, 
Since Damon's all inconftancy, 


_ = 


B 
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The am'rous Doves now bill and coo, 
And ſo falſe Damon, ſo can you; 


But cant like them contented be, 
Thy ſole delight's inconſtancy. 


Ve ſimple fair believe not man, 
They all proceed on Damon's plan; 
Then from your ſex, your hearts keep free, 
And love like them inconſtancy. | 


SONG + LXXVIIL 
BRITAIx's GLory. A Cantata. 
RECITATIVE. 


ARE] the ſhrill trumpet's martial ſounds 


from far! 


And the hoarſe drum proclaims the kindled 


War. | 
- KL. 


Now glory her banners unfolds to the Kk 3 © © - 


The tempeſt is up, the confuſion —.— high; 


Affrighted, meek peace flies the hoſtile alarms, 
And Europe, all Europe now glitters in arms. 


Too long with unfaited ambition and pride, 


We have ſeen the french monarch'o'er liberty ſtride; - 


All treaties deſpiſing and trampling on law; 
What proweſs þis-infolent progreſs ſhall awe ? 


Fair freedom's firſt born, ſo has fate long decreed, 
Britannia ſhall reap all the fame of the deed. * © 
Her arm ſhall determine his arrogant reign,” * 
While ſhe her wide empire reſumes o'er the main. 


— 


„ G 3 | | REPCI- 
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REeciTarTive. 


Propitious, ſee her hardy ſons ariſe, | 
Ruth to the fight, and outing rend the ſkies ; 
Theſe ſhall prevent ambitions haughty ſway, 
And itop the daring tyrant in his way. 


TN PL ANCE 


Freedom the ſons of Britain fires 
And patriot zeal their ſoul inſpires ; 
Who glows not with the gen'rous flame, 
Baſely uſurps a Briton's name. 
Thus we the worth of freedom taught, 
When Blenheim's gallant field we fought. 
The blaſted lilly hung its head, | 
And France's nobleſt blood was ſhed. 


Her pride no more the world ſhall awe ; _ 
Nor give to ſubject nations law; | 
Another Edward ſhakes her ſhore, 1 
Brave as Plantagenet of yore ; 
Again ſhe finks beneath here pow'r, 
And virtue hails the happy hour. 
Such ever be the fate 7 pride, 

So fell the race which Jove defy d 


2 


SON G LXXIX. 
8 To DEL a. 
Sr 
| Your eloquence only can move ; . 
What friendſhip or method I claim or I try, 
They endia the language of love, F 


(67) 
Your beauties, like Venus When rng from the 


main, 
Shot i innocent I looking on: 
Now all I can do is to languiſm in pain, 
Acknowledge no miſtreſs but one. 


Your precepts, dear charmer, what man a can diſowns 
Your voice like a ſyren conjures ; 


I now bow to beauty and. beauty's grand bra. 
Tis Delia my bo bebe m — 


My muſe unexperienc'd ne'er ſung of my love, 
Till Delia had taught her the theme, 

She taught her the paſfon with ſtrains how to move | 
And fing to her honour and fame. 


How weak and unſagthing theſe 4 may appear, 
And ſhort of the language divin 

Believe me, thou faireſt, they're true and ſincere, | 
Your energy robs me of mine. | 

Let truth ſand confronted in each others wal, 
And judge of the motions I find: 

If pity can plead, and conſign me to reſt, 
55 Delia, indeed is then kind. 


SONG LXXX. 
Sung by Miſs Formentel at Ranelagh. 
Tor ins believe not Jour Jenny's untrue, 
h 


Nor think that ſhe's falſe and inconſtant to youz 
ink yon tow'ring mount of jtſelf ſhall remove, 
Ere Damon you doubt of the truth of my love. 


Von clear cryſtal ſtream ſhall mountains o'erflow, 1 
And on the hard rock the pale primroſe. ſhall blow 
In queſt of the lion, the lambkin ſhall range, 
Ere Jenny's fix d paſſion ſhall leſſen or change, 


( 68 ) 


Upon the ſmooth green, when ſhepherd advance 
To hail May's return with the tabor and dance; 
If Damon is abſent I quit the glad thron 

And join my complaint to the iehtingale 's ſong. 


a which I ſuffer, my flocks ſeem to know, 
lick and play as to leſſen my woe; 

Fe cry, ceaſe — lambkins your ſporting and * 
Vou cannot delight while my Damon's away. 


No toil ſhall diſcomfort while Damon's in ſight; 
The ſun's piercing rays can ſummer delight; 

And winter's rude tempeſt ſhall ſtill find me gay, 
— bleſt with my ſnepherd each month will be May. 


SONG LXXXI. 
— Hx AOS M againſt FrxEnCH INVADERS. 


IS rumour'd the French will ſoon viſit our 
.__ coaſt, 
And pour on this iſle an invincible hoſt, 


We * prepar'd ; and will ſing howe'er proudly they 


Oh! the bold Blades of Old England, a O old 
England's. bold Blades. 

Where wiſdom and valour and honeſty join, 

And no knaviſh arts their exertions confine, 


When wotk'd up to action how greatly they bac ! 
O the bold, &c. 


When, juſt George bid Amherſt and Boſcawen arm, 
To Louiſbourg fly, and with cannon alarm : ; 
ee fon fell its walls by" their Joud nne 


0 * bold, &c. 


When 


609 | 


When Keppel, Marſh, Sayer, ſhap'd.to Afric their 


Sene an Goree yielded ſaon to our ſway, | 
And hence the French ſlave trade 1 is made Britiſh 


O K bold, &c. 


Mid the rich fagar ilands what ſpirit we've ſhown, 
There * e Moore, are our thunders well 


1 
O the bold, &. 


Behold Wolftand Townſhend in e bright way, 
Towards Quebee marching in dre 


Ye fates ! vict'ry give, as on Blenkeim's gre great day, 
O the bold, &c. | ' 


$4 = wv" 


Among our OP AL to E aſpire, 

See Saunders and Holmes and Dar dart . 
Full oft have their broadſides bid eee 
O the bold, &c. 


St. Maloes and Cherbourg, nin Mere peodully 
'The ardours heroic which Britons inflame; | 
The marks left behind them eternize _ r 
O the bold, &&õð4ð. 


Reflect, m Britons, on Pichia geld, X 

When — dire ſlaughter, made French 
. ſquadrons yield; 

In retura, ye militia our brave rey I 

O the bold, &c.,. 


2 
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Call up third Edward's ſhade, ! bid 6 8 

Survey but their looks, you'll be ſtrangers to fear : 

Thoſe kings Tl France; the French 
triumph ' 

No, no, my 


Riſe 


% 


. og .M 
Riſe gallant Prince Edward, the God of the main 
Invites thee to ſhare in his wat'ry reign, 
Then graſp Britains flag and its honour maintain. 
O che del „ &c. * i 


SONG LXXXI. 


HE eye that beams with lambent light, 
The crimſon cheek, that glads the ſight, 
he ſhape, the mien, the air; | 
With theſe to ſooth man's ruder breaſt, 

With theſe to be by bleſſings bleſt, 


The gods adorn the fair. 


Hence each poetic genius fings, 

Sweet beauty dds rh *ermbe om'd ſtrings, 
And wakes th*enraptur'd foul ; 

The _ pow'r of form and face, 

Ordain'd the 3 ſex to grace, 
Reſounds pole to pole. 


But ſhall not charms ſo honour'd laſt ? 
No, ſoon as youth's ſhort ſummer's paſt 
They're veild in times diſguile ; 
Thus bluſhing Flora's darling flow'r, 
That ſcents the aromatic bow'r, 
Buds, burſts to bloom, and dies, 


Then ah! how vain in female pride, 

Shall the that's crown'd with ſenſe, confide 
In ſuch uncertain power 

No ſhe's reverſe, the milder way, 

| Reſerv'd tho? free, tho' modeſt gay, 

And blooms to life's laſt hour. 


(71) 
Do thou, my fair one, in whoſe mind 
Each ſocial moral vittue's join'd, 
The nymph of ſenſe appear; 
Then, when the charms of youth are o'er, 
The wiſe will Celia ftill adore W 
Thou'llt ſtill be lovely here. a 


SONG LIXXXIII. 


| ENCE, painful pleaſure, pleaſing pain, 
Refign O ow thy yas ; uf wg 
Come reaſon, I obey thy reign, 
And own thy pow'r alone. 
Diſdaining love, from hence I'l live 
Unmov'd by all the fair; 
Falſe Delia's ſmiles no joy can give, 
Nor yet her frowns deſpair. 


This vow Philander ſcarce had made, 
When on the-verdant plain, 

Fair Delia with each grace array'd, 
Approach'd the love ſick ſwain. 

In vain, with ſudden tranſports fir'd, 
He did her charms approve , 

He figh'd, he gaz'd, he long admir'd, 
And own*d the power of love. 


Then againſt the tender paſſion : 
Let us not our power employ ; 
But give way to inclination, 
Taſte of love, and taſte of joy. 
For on reaſons aid relying, f 
Vain our efforts all will prove, 
Cuſtom with this truth complying, 
Reaſon is too weak for love. 


(72) 
8 ON G LXXXIV. 


The Shadwell Tar ro Yareavell. Sung 2 Mr. Atkins 
| at Sadler's Wells. 


HEN we, deareſt Nell ſhall be | 
O think not that ill can bet ö 
Tis death thus to ſee thee fad 1 
. Tho? I fear not the french's broadſide. 
e're going to the rough ocean, 
In arch of a = 2 20 125 
Reſolv'd, when his fleet is in motion, 
To give it a terrible blow). 
CHORUS. 
Wich cannon by fate well directed, 
We'll curb the proud navy of France; 
; Defeat the invaſion projected, 
And teach the Mounſeers a act 


Near Mile-end, when robbers-furrqunded, 

This ſtick cut from tough Britiſh oak, 
Their clubs and their piſtols confounded, 

And fell'd two huge theives at a ſtroke. 
This brave oaken towel fo tr 

Which could ſuch mean — 4. withſtand; G 
Will ſurely deal blows ſtout and luſty. 

On thoſe who would ravage our. land. 

With cannon, Oc, 


How blith lives the bold Britiſh failor ! : 
Good flip and good punch his delight; 
He dreads Ms on board a ſtern, goaler, 
But ſings on from morning to night: : 
Whilſt frenchmen in gallies are fighing, 
Condemn'd to the oar and the chain; ; 
Their officers heed not their crying, 
But laſh them the more they complain. 
With cannon, Oc. 


Rut 


4 * 

(73) 

But hark, Stepney bells ri 
The gale 4 the 9 — qringing migher 


Methinks I to battle am ſpringing, | JN "4 
"Midt thunder and whirl winds of fre: 4 2 
Ring louder, ye bells, O Hing louder, 


And victory muſt be our own ;z © „„ 
Whilſt Frenchmen exhauſting their powder, a 
Their ſignal defeat ſhall Oe." 9 
MWith cannon, Cc, e 


One kiſs, deareſt Nell, and 1 "a you,, 
Take care of our Dicky and Nan; | 20008 
By Neptune I'll never deceive you, 
But toaſt you in every cann. 9 2 
When I in my hammock am rowling, 
Pl! dream of my Nelly, my Gove} ; p 
Abroad never once go a ſtrolin m0 133 
But come back quite "of „ 
With cannon, Sc. 


8 0. N . „ ow; 
A SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air; 


Then'aſk each ſhepherd that you N | 
If dear Suſanna's fair, 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble-through the grove ; 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, _ 
Then doubt thy ſhepherds love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards unenvied laurels wear, 

Be fair Suſanna _ 


(1/745) 


_$ON'G”"EXXAVE 

OU fay at your feet that I wept in de air, 
And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair; 

_ _— you believe all the nonſenſe 1 

n - o eng of! roi be 

What know we of angels? -I meant it in joke. 
I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, ogy 
And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove: 

I have lik'd you a twelve month, a calendar year, 
And not yet contented ;——have conſcience, my dear. 


SONG LXXXVII - 


On the PxESENT Tiuzs. 


E courtiers my ns d, 

Who would fain be replac'd, 
Who murmur in each ſituation; 
And to came at your ends, 

Rail at all our beſt friends, _ ö 
Who ſtudy the good of the nation, 


You would fain make us think, 
Like you they love chink, | 
Like you for French gold would betray ; 
Thus harlots will clatter, 
And the virtuos beſpatter,  - 
Who ne'er like themſelves went aſtray. 


Learn hence, and be ſure 

That ev'ry ſuch lure, 

'Thrown out our beſt ſchemes to defeat, 

Trends only prove K. of 
Their hatred, not love, 

To the people as well as the Rate. 


Great 


(75) 


Great Marlbro's oi N 
Under glorious Queen Anne, 
Was intended our foes to debaſe; 
But an envious faction, | 
Put an end to all action, 
To patch up an inglorious peace. 


Then Britons beware, 
For juſt ſuch aſnare, 

By he. now diſcontented is laid; 
Who miſchief are brewing, 
Your credit to ruin, 


That juſt ſach a peace may be made. 


Now fince we have got 
Poſſeſſion of what | 
Will fetter their hands for the a 
Let's ſtill keep them under, 
From ravage and plunder, 
Tho' Holland ſhould be their adjutor. 


Let it never be ſaid, 
That England's afraid 


Of France wich the Dutch on their 6g; 3 


No, no, let them brag, 
Still Britains old flag 
On the ocean N * _ 


No fear of this realm 
While Pitt's at the helm, 
Who ne'er to corruption was prone 3 
Had he firſt been our pilot, 
All attempts we might ſmile at, 
And Minorca had till been our own.. 


H2 


((:96)) 


Since Ferdinand's ſword, 
So juſtly .ador'd, _ 
Has beat the Monfieurs from hall trenches ; { 


Let a peace, when *tis made, 
Shew we're no way afraid 
Of either our blood or EXPENCES., 


S ON G LXXXVIIL. . 
ME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With finging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt home; | 


"Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harve kome, harveſt home, 


To celebrate harveſt home. 


Our labour is o'er,- our barns in full ſtore, _ 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 
Let each man then take, for his prong and ** rake, 


x # 


His can and his laſs in his hand: 
For Ceres, Sc. 


No courtier can be ſo happy : as we, 
In innocence, paſtime and 'mirth ; 
While thus we carobfewith our ſweet heart bes. 
And rejoice o'er the ym of the earth ; 
When Ceres, Se. | 


SONG IXXXIX. 


HEN Sol was at reſt 
Ou Thetis's breaſt, | 
And evening grew duſky and en ** 
E'er Dian the fair ſr 
Had gilded her hair, | 
And put on her rav. colourd gown : ; 


een 
When Dolly had now 
Done milking her cow, 
And Roger return'd o'er the mead ; 
He ſpy'd an old wight 
In pitiful plight, + | 
Leaning fad on the neck of his feed. - 


His hand did ſuſtain: 

A tayer or twain, - 
Full trimly encircled with horn 3 

It ſhone on the ground 

Some paces around, 5 
As bright an che far ofthe. morn. 


While Roger ſurbeyd. O 2 

This nd: old lage. 
He heard a moſt forrowful'cry ;, _ 

* Whoever you are, 1h otic 

Catch hold——any where, - 
And *r out quick, EX. II 


+* ® 


He turn'd; at the ſound, 

And inſtantly found 

A coach with its wheels in the air; 
The wares it contain'd,. 
In language unfeign'd, 

Next ſtanza ſhall partly declare. 


Eight legs ſtood upright, 
All cloathed in white, 
With ſhoes both of filk and'of leather; 


And nought elſe was ſeen, 


Either ſcarlet or green, | 
'To fave their fair ſkins from the weather. 


N 3402 H 3 


(678) 
With wend'rous ſurprize | 
Roger feaſted his eyes 
And riew'd each particular l; $952 HR ; 
But the muſe 1s too co HD $- | 
To deſcribe what the ? chr nb 0k 
Could diſcern of the — * —— 


Whatever delight nighs} Li i eib ] 

Roger took in the fight, _- : þ. 
He freed the fair ladies from hegt i| Inti! | 

Who bluſh'd as they renn 573 19 not 2 

And ftroak'd hs their cleaths, 20g 21200 0 
And bleſs'd the kind aid of the ſtranger. wand 6 


Oo N 


ET ambition fire thy mind, 4} | 
Thou wert born o'er 20 to reign, | 
Not to follow flocks deſign | 
Scorn thy crook bevy eave the plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath th - feet ; 
Thou on necks of kin tread ; 
Joys in circling j Joys ſhall meet, 
Which way cer thy fancy's led. 


Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are: 
Thou ſhalt only * delight; 

All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepherd, if thou'll yield the prize 
E che bleſſings I beſtow, 
Joyful PIl aſcend the ſkies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


- 
_——_— Y 


SONG 


: ' (-79)) 


SONG. XCI. 


CoLlvin's Conf. 


*. 


EAR Chloe, whilſt thus beyblid inkaſure 


You treat me with doubts and Man, 
You rob all your outh e e A 
And hoardu void age te 2 


Your maxim, dove is ſtill founded 
On chats that beer” pcs. decay, 


You'll find to be v unde 
When once Rot p72 be 5 


The paſſion from beauty feſt dens" 

* Your kindneſs will | vaſtly improve ; 

Soft ſmiles and gay looks are the dawn, 
Fn, the funſfine of love. 


And; tho? the bri t beams of your ot 1 


Should be clouded, that now are gays. 


And darknefs poſſefs all the ſkies, 
We neer can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 5 
You've often regarded with one's | 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore ey'd ; | 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſur 
Together they totter about, ; 
Or fit in the ſun at the door, | 
And, at night, when ofd out, 
His Joan will not fmoke a whi F more. 
No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, | 
Their ſeveral Fang: to 2b ; 
Then what are the charms, can 


eſs, 
That makes them fo fond of Fits al 1 


"Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that love did bikow: © 


The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth 
Axe the beſt of all bleſings below. 


«© 


(80 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, - 
Which ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſts Þ 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, | 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe; _ 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 50 * 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze.. 
SONG XCII. 
Bacchus TRIUMPHANT: or the lover's farewel 
to the fair /ex. be EY 
TO Phillis and Chloe, and all the gay. throng, 
Too long the ſoft Iay has been rais d; 
Too long to their beauty has flow'd the vain ſong, 
Too long has their beauty been prais'd : | 
Great Bacchus, repentant, thy parden I aſk, 
Forgiveneſs I humbly implore ; 
If e er for a female I quit a full cask, 


May I never enjoy one drop more, —great god; 
May I never enjoy one drop more. 


Ye fops and ye fribbles, your title I o＋õ π 
To ſing all the charms of the fair; 

Their beauties to praiſe is your province alone; 
Alone make their beauties. your care: 

For who in his ſenſes that mortal can blame 
Who ſtrives his own merit to raiſe ? | oy 

For women and fops are ſo nearly the ſame, 
In theirs, that he ſings his own praiſe, —ſweet miſs ; 
In theirs, Fc. 8 100 75 . | 1 


Tho? wit, ſparkling wit ſome rare females poſſeſs, | 


Tho kindneſs may. add to their ſtore, | 
X es bd — — 33D I ob 4d Good 


(355 
Good nature and ſmiles has a bumper no leſo, neg 
And ſparkles an hundred times more: 
With — unſully'd adorn'd tho“ ſhe be, 
Tho' modeſty blooms in each feature, 
A bottle is not more immodeſt than ſhe, 
Its virtue ten thouſand times peeps 
Its virtue, Sc. | 


Their beauty attracting I feat conſeb 1 
Their ſex I muſt own, has its charms; 
I own for a moment they're able to bleſs, 
And melt us away in their arms; 
Yet laſting the pain is, and tranſient the Joy 3 
The raptures are inſtantly paſt; 
But wine, happy juice! is ſure never to clay 
Its pleaſures till doomſday ſhall Ra bak; 
Its 9 Gn, 


Then adieu to their charms, 40 their — 
All thoughts of the ſex 1 reſign ; 
I fight in thy-cauſe, to thy invreſt am true, 
d yield me eternally thine, 
And if ever, great maſter thy colours I fly, | 
If e'er like a rover I pine, T4 / 
May, greateſt of curſes! my hog hog pſhead run ary, 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with rr wine; 
Nor mars be ene 207 42] 


[ you 
'S O N 8 XCIH. | 


Kirr v. Or 1b wake Photon 22D 
AIR Ki beautiful and youngy ' nd of: n 
And wild - colt — e Heels 
Beſpoke the fair from whom 8. 
With little rage inflam'd ;- | Ul SB4s 
Inflam'd with rage at {ad reſtraint - [1] 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 


. — 


* 


> | 
& * 


(82) 
And ſorely vex'd to the ſaint, 
de eh and — reign d. 
Muſt lady jenny frisk about 
And viſit with her couſin? 
At balls muſt ſne make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 


What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 


What hidden charms to boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 8 8 


Then, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd m N 44 8417 

Il have my earl as well as ſne, 
D 


Fond love prevail'd, e gre Weſs 


Kitty at hearts defire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, Ys 
And ſet the worldon fire, 


8 0 NG x. 
Lerrx Far. ut IH 


Or bards to get a dinner by't, 


V 


4 
- 


Let me in humble verſe 
My love for her, who bears the name 


Of charming Kitty Fell. 


That Key beautiful and ung, | 
That ſhe has danc'd, that aber, 
Alas ! I know full well: : 
— 
| more point 
That came from K n | 


* * 0 


HILE beaus to pleaſe the ladies write, 
' Their well feign'd paſſion en; a 


tPA 


PF >< OO 


_ 


683) 
Of late I hopꝰd by reaſon's aid, LE 97 
To cure the wounds vhieh love N 
And bade a long farewell: 
But t'other day ſhe croſ#d the 
I faw, I wiſh'd I had not ſeen, 


My charming Kitty Fell. * * Ly * my 


I ask'd her why the pafs'd that way, 
To chureh ſhe cried 2 


Why don't you hear the bell ? 
To church, —— oh!] take me with thee there, 
I pray'd, ſhe would not hear my pray” by 3 

Ah eruel Kitty Fell. | 
And now I find tis all in vaitt, 
I live to loye and to com | 

Condemn'd in chains to duell: i! 
For tho? ſhe caſts a ſcornful eye, 


In death Da. faulering tor tongue e 
ar Kitty Fe 


SONG XCV. 


Set by My. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall, | 


8 age of 104 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd: as of late I — 0 
I know not I vow any harm I have done, 37 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me A non · * 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Shoald| be ſentenc'd to pray, to faſt and to cry; 
With ways fo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


To heir the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 

Is a thouſand times better to me I declare; 

N ade ke hanlome? 1 tink; for . - 
'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


— 


(849 
Not to love or be lov'd, oh! Inever can beat, 
Nor yield to be ſent ta, one cannot tell Where; 


To live or to die in this caſe were all one, 
Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon d a nun. 


Perhaps, but to teize me, ſhe threatens me ſo, © 


I'm ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay no; 
But, if ſhe's in eſt, .I from her will run, 


And be married, in ſpite, that I men 't th a nun. 


SON G XCVL- one 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe te to my laß, 
That I quit my Poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
laſs : 


But to you men of reaſon; my reaſons Il own ; 
And if you don't like them, why let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth P11 declare, 

J believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good-and as charming as ſhe, 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, 

But tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown; 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquors divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a frown'in a bumper of v wine ? 


Her lillies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
Yet lillies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 
But in wine from its age ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me my love would 3 in time have been 
cloy'd, 


And wot beauty” s inſipid when once wn Au ; 


But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy; 
For the __ I drink, the more — am I. 


r 


(685) 


Let murders and battles, and hiſtories prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 

But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends, 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends, 


She too mght have poiſon'd the joy of my life, - | 
With nurſes and babies, and ſqualling and ſtriſe: 
But my wine neither nurſes 'nor babies can bring, 


And a big belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 11 
But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 


grave 


* 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 
She had left me to get an eſtate or a lord- 
But my bumper regarding no title, nor pelf, 
Will ſtand by me while I can't ſtand by myſelf. 
Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain 3 n 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 
Should you doubt what I ſay take a bumper 
and try 


SONG  XCVII. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Surg at Vauxhall. ＋ 
ALZAMON lov'd Paſtor ain OF 
Paſtora ſigh'd for Damon 
But Damon lov'd Aurora, 
Aurora young Palzmon.* . 


Patzmon gave Paſtora, NG 
A wreath and Wr crook ; | 


(86) 


And Damon gave Aurora, 
A knot and reaping hook. 
Paſtora gave to Damon, 
A cap with chaplets crown'd ; 
Aurora gave Palzmon, . 
A pipe with hazel bound. 
The cap with chaplets crown'd, 
Young Damon gave Aurora ; 
The pipe with hazel bound, 
Palzmon gave Paitora. 
'The wreath and ſhepherd's crook, 
' Paſtora gave to Damon; 
The knot and reaping hook, 
Aurora gave Palemon, 
So croſsly turn'd their preſents went, 
Their loves ſo oddly varied; 
That every token Which was ſent, 
It's true deſign miſcarried. 


1 Every verſe to be repeated. 


SONG XCVII. 
ILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 


e as my capacious foul ; 
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
as my capacious ſoul: 
Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave ; 
I mean the grave of all my care, 


For I defign to bury't there. 


1. 
— Eee ns 
— 
4 


" 


(/872)/ 
Let it of ſilver faſhion'd be, 
Worthy of wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 5 
As that bright cu amongſt the ſtars, 
Fillme'a Fowl, a mighty Sow; | 


Large as my capactous ſoul. 


SONG NCIX. 
USY, curious, thirſty fly, | [i 
Drink with me, and drink as I; | q 
Freely welcome to my cup, | 
Couldſt thou ſip, and fip it up: 
Make the moſt of life you may; 


Life is ſnort and wears away, 
Life is ſhort, Cc. 6 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſtening quick to their decline; 
Thine's a ſummer, mine's no more, 
Tho” repeated to threeſcore ; | TG 
Threeſcore ſummers when they're dens \ 
Will appear as ſhort as one, | 

Will appear, Se. 


SONG C. 


H ! would'ſt thou know what facred charms / 
This deſtin*d heart of mine alarms, | 

This deſtined heart of mine alarms ; 

What kind of nymph the heavens decree, | 

The maid that's made for love and me. 

The maid that's made ſor love and me. 


Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 4 
Who 4 to ſee the tender tear, To 
Who melts, c. | 408 
nerd 1.2 From 


(88 
From each ungen'rous paſſion free, 


Be ſuch the maid that's made for me; 
Be ſuch, &c. 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beftows, 
Who feels &c. 

Gentle to all, but-kind to me, . 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me ; 1 
Be ſuch, Cc. . . 


Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 1 7 
Ane. 7 

A gentle train from falſhood free, 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 

Be ſuch, c. | 


Avaunt ye light coquets, retire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire, 
Unmov'd your tinſell'd charms I fee, 
More genuine beauties are for me, 
More genuine beauties are for me, 


IC of the town, at once I flew 
To contemplation's rural ſeat ; 

Adieu, ſaid I, vain world, adicu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great: 

The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 

The moſs- grown roof, the matted floor; 
All theſe I had—twas mighty well; 

But yet I wanted fomething more ; 

Yet I wanted, yet I wanted, 


But yet I wanted ſomething more. 18 
5 Back 


( 3g ) 


Back to the buſy world again, 
I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Faſe for imaginary pain, EY 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns my fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within my pow'r.; 
But yet I wanted ſoaring Ku, 
But yet, &c.. 


Cities and groves by turns were 4; 
Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale: 

Celia at length became a hride, . | SS . 
A bride to Damon of the vale: | W 
All nature ſmil'd; the gloom was-clear'd ; 
Damon was kind can't tell how.; 

Each place a paradiſe appear'd ; 
And Celia wanted nothing now; 
Celia wanted, 'Celia wanted, 
And Celia wanted nothing now. 


SONG cit. 


. LY ſwiftly ye minutes, "ill Comus receive, 142 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 


we; 


The bowls frolick joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in return yields the . of love, 


And ſhe in, Se. 


Without love and wins Wit al kangy ue wis, 
All grandeur's inſipid, and riches a pain: | 


1.3. The 


1 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave, 
Love and wine give, ye Gods ! or take back what 
ye gave ; | 
Love and wine give, ye Gods ! or take back what 
ye gave. 


Crorvs. 
Away, away, away, 
To Comus court repair ; 


There night outſhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 


SONG CIIL 


| OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair; 

Where woven with the poplar bough, 

The mantling vine will ſhelter yon, 

The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 

—_ each ſide afountain flows, 

| inkling, murm'ring as it 3 

Lightly * the mofly robert 
Lightly o'er, c. | 
Sufery Phcebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds, and ſn 

Stretch'd o'er — hillocks 33 

While on the hyacinth and roſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe, 

The fair, Ec. 

All alone, yet in her arms, 

Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms; - 

Till bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 

The joys of love are joys alone, 

The joys of love are joys alone. 
SONG 


f 


(9) 


SONG CIV. 


$ Chloe came into the room bother day, 
I peeviſh began, where ſo _—_ cou'd you ſtay; 
In your life time you never 7 52 ur hour, 
You promis'd at two, but, loo $1 *tis four : 
Alady's watch needs neither figures or heels, 
Tis enough that *tis loaded with baubles and ſeals ; 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear; 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 8 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord, bleſs me s ſhe, let a body but ſpeak, 

Here's an ugly — roſe- bud 2 into my neck; 

It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a de 

Look here ! for you never believe me pr 1. 

On the left fide * breaſt what a mark it 17 made 3 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 

That ſcene of delight, I with wonder 0 . 

And forgot ev'ry word I 2 to have ſaid. 


SONG cv. 
RECiTATIVE. 


HE Chace is o'er, and on the plain, 
The hounds the luſty ſtag have ſlain ; 
Let the horns with ſprightly tone, 
All our ſportive pleaſures crown. 


AIR), 
Of Britons, thus the ancient race, 
— nervous toils purſue the chace ; 
no ungen'rous thoughts controul'd, 
= boy hearts were honeſt, free, and bold, 
Their hearts were honeſt, free, and G 
Of Britons, &c. 


c-- + 


- 
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(92) 


Like them again, no ſlaves to courts, 
Let Britons ſtill purſue their ſports ;. 
Like them „ ſhall-Britons be, 
As brave, as oneſt, and as free; 
Like them again, ſhall Britons be, 
As e a free. 


AINLY now ye 1 to "EG me; 
All ye ſweets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty ſun-ſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away? 
While Lotharia keeps away. 


Go, ye warbling birds, o leave me; 
Shade, ye 5 themiling ky: 
Sweeter notes her voice-can give me; 
Softer ſun ſhzne fills her eye, 
Softer ſun ſhine fills her eye. 


SONG CVIL. 


Set by Mr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh.. 


Y Kitty cries, was Damon wiſe, 
His Paſſions I'd approve ; 

But like the bee, ſo gay ſo free, 
Her merit's not my love : 

From maid to maid, his heart has ſtray d. 
Which each new face has won; 

My ſpirit's great, a ſhare I hate, 
PI. have him all or none. 


Her reas'ning ſuch, I wonder much, 
Herſelf ſhe cannot Tee; 

For, oh ! the fawn, that ſkips the lawn, 
Is not ſo wild as ſhe. 


” —— ——— — 


(93) 
Each am'rous ſwain, breath'd out his pain, 
To all ſhe lends an ear; 
The caſe is thus,” and which of us, 
In love's moſt infincere? - 


I often cry, dear Kitty why . 
Shou'd youth in vain. be ſpent ; 

In Hymen's bands, let's join our hands, 
And live with each content :. 

But her reply, commands a ſigh, 
"Tis, Damon, patient Wait; 

Grow wiſe and mend, Þ'1t be your wm 
And leave the reſt to fate. 


Ye pow'rs above, who rule o'er love, 

Our giddy thoughts confine- ; 

My heart wou'd her, o'er all prefer, 
Wou'd ſhe-be only mine: 

She thinks *tis ſtrange, that I ſhouw'd — 
I think ſhe waſtes her charms ; ; 

And plainly fee, we ſhan't agree, 

Till in each other's arms, 


SON G CVIII. 
Jenny GREY. Sung / Mr. Beard. 


RING, Phcebus from Parnaſſian bow'rs, 
A chaplet of poetic flowers, | 
That far out bloom the May; 1 
Bring verſe ſo ſmooth, bring thoughts ſo free, 
And all the muſes' heraldry, | 
To blazon Jenny Grey. 


Obſerve yon almonds rich perfume, 
Preventing fins with early bloom, 
In * tints how gay: 


094 
Thus foremoſt of the bluſhing fair, 


With ſuch a blithſame, hayom, air, . . 
Blooms lovely Jenny Grey. 


The merry, chirping, pl throng, a 
The buſhes and 2 if ng, 1. a 
That pipe the Fier ay; 
All buſt, at her delrghtful voice, 
In filent extaſy rejoice, 
And ſtudy Jenny 24 


Ve balmy odour breathing —_— 
That lightly ſweep the green rob'd vales, 
And in each roſe; buſh-play : _ + 
I know you all, you're: arrant cheats, 
And ſteal your more than mortal ſweets, 
From-lovely Jenfy Grey. 5 


Pomona thou goddeſs bright, 7 
The maid's = floriſt's delight, 

In vain thy charms diſplay '} 
Nor can the nectarineꝰs juicy peach. 
In richneſs or in ſweetneſs reach 


The lips of Jenny e 


To the Geet knot of x eo three, . 

Th' immortal; band agree, 1 
A tuneful tax to —＋ | N [ 

There yet remains of matchleſs worth, 

There yet remains a lovelier fourth, 
And ſhe is Jenny . 


{bd 2 oy 4 OO > Ob. 


(95) | 
SONG CIR on 
"CanTATA. Sung by Mr. Beard. | 
A LL in her fair ſequeſter'd cell, 
FY Where happineſs was wont to dwell ; 
'Contentment ſat with down caſt look, | 
And theſe for words, like theſe ſhe ſpoke. 
Genius of Albion, wake thy queen, 
Lo ! Gallia clouds the peaceful ſcene. 


Bid her ariſe her wrongs to ſee, 
Protect herſelf and cheriſh me: 


Britannia alarm'd at contentments requeſt, 


In a voice that confeſt her, her people addreſt, 
Caſt the olive wreath off, 


Arm ye Britons advance ! 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drum, 

Point your thunders at France, 7 
Be brave and convince them their efforts are vain, _ 
For that King George of England is king of the 

main... 
And that great like your fathers, thoſe heroes of old, 
As you're born to be free you've the ſenſe to be bold, 
the olive wreath off, 
Arm ye Britons, advance ! 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drum, 

Point your thunders at France. 

Be brave and convince them their efforts are vain, 
For, that King George of England is King of the 


main. 
SONG CX. 
The HonesT Conress10n. Sung at Ranelagh, 


Y mother cries Betſey be ſhy, 
N Whenever the men would intrude; 
I know not the reaſon, not I, 


But I'd take her advice if I cou'd. 
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Alexis ſtept up Rs dn 4 O02 
To kiſs, me, and ask'd if he ond; 


Pray what could a ſnepherdeſs ſay; 3 
But I'd fain have ſaid no if I cou'd. * 


My mother remembers the time 
When ſhe like a Veſtal was mew'd ; ot 2 

Now, this I conceive. was a crime, 8 
And I'd not be ſerv'd ſo if I cou'd. | a 


If Pm with Alexis ſhe'II chide, * xr 
She ſays perhaps he may be rude ; ; 

I will not pretend to decide, 1 5 : 
But I fancy he would if he cou'd. 97 


Laſt may morn I tript o'er the * 
He ſaw me and quickly A 

I heartily laugh'd at the R F 
I'd catch Tow he cry d if I Gabe” gas 1 


Well, fron he o 'ertook my [beſt haſte, 
And ſwore he'd be —— and good, 
I yow. I'll live decent and chaſte, 
Bot I'd marry t the ſwain if I cou'd. 


